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MR; BINYON’S P.^EFACE 

1 HE origina! Golde Treasury, first published in 
iS6i, was designed jo contain all the best sonra 
and lyrics in our language up to the year 1850 
Fhe HniitatiQii, however, whicli evcluded the work 
wi wydfers still living in iSdi, prevented anv repre- 
sentation of the chief Victorian poets ; "and in 
eilect the volume hardly carried the reader bevond 
the period which closed with the death of Byron 
in 1824, when Wordsworth and Coleridge, the 
great SLiryivors of that period, had done thdr best 
work. yThe present |olurne is designedrto con- 
tinue the original Golden Treasury through the 
Victonafi age to the present day, and in effect 
covers nearly a centuigy^ But it cannot make quite 
so comprehensive a claim as its predecessor Even 
HI the case of work which has been sifted by time 
a wide diversity of opinion, as to what is best 
.persists : tlie diversity is accentuated the nearer 
we approach to contemporariej. To present “ all 
tile best poems ” written in English during the 
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period us an amhilion for the infallible. 
Irorn other diHiduhies the amplitude of tla 
and fisc jireKailicd liiidtiitiou of space ^ 
comprehensiveness of such an aim in 
^o attempt lass been^made fo rertrese/sf t 
mnp oi inp>Jish-speakinfr u-rifers. To 
c huk^d sefcotionj- from fhe jmels of the 
pommmns and from Indian poets m 
antmatte - to say nothin^, of the poetry of 
■-would have increased tlie mateVial 
manapahle scope. Even with these limii 
have been oliliged to omit a nmnber ofl 
poems from mere consit^crations of space 

" Thr,V‘^ -'v an 

The di hcnhies anti tiangers of choosii 
recent and contemporary verse are obvious 
pieces which should have found a place m 

rraci m f.ie wrong mood ; jnistakes of jud 
are probably inevitable. But ho who i 

psponsibibty .as best he. may. The ino, 

^nod has been an additional difficulty. Ir 
cases I have ventured, like Mr. Palgrave t( 
pre^or extract: all such instance^are’ra 
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poetry. It seemed |jest, therefore, in presenting’ 
a book oI tvrics often so differen*! in mood and 
atmosphere, to divide the selection into two books 

corresponding roughly with the periods before 

and after thit date. But no^'precise dividing line 
nis^^en diosen : overlapping is unavoidable ; 

1 armony and convenience of ar»angement have 
duermined the choice in doubtful cases. 

tb. T H at^knowledgemems are here tendered to 
the following author^ and owners of copyrights 

r . %ssrs. George Allen md Unwin, Ltd., for 
wo poems from lonica, by William Cory ; Lady 
Betty Balfour and Lady Lytton for the it! 

"rtelv (Owen Meredith), froin 

I d mdtr i G. Bell and Sons, 

^^td., and Airs. Patmore, for the poems by Coventry 

Blunden and €VIr. R 

AI? fontd "" 'r""’ Clare 

J.utler xMessrs. Constable and Co., Ltd. for the 
poems by George Meredith ; Alessrs. P. J. and 

by James Thomson ; Mr A T 
Pobson and the Oxford University Pre sfoi tit; 

poems by Austin Dobson; Messrs El lit f 
poems bv D r n • ii'';iessrs. liHis, for 
‘’y u. G. Rossetti : Messrs. WiUian, 
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Ufinenwni), Ltd., for the pgeras by Sir Edinnnd 
fiusse and A/C. Swinburne; Mr.^John I.-ane, 
the liodley Head, Lt.d., for the. poem by Arthur 
U’Sliiiiighnessy ; Alessrs. Longmans, Green and 
t'o,, fur the poem#' by Wiliiam Morris ; Air. 
ilcrbiTt P;ud, for the poems by D. Afackworth 
ilolbsai ; Alessf's. Ivegaii Paul, Trench, Trubner 
;nul C.I)., lad., for the poem by Wiliiarn .Banies, 
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UIE PLiOENiX 

0 BUSTiiiifebIe4InceiiseXVee''' '■ 

1 hilt bHois in glorious Arabv, , ’ 

VVith mi ^ 

l ilt eartIi4ile 'gTOW: lU}^sian 

Half buried to her flaming breast 
In this bright tree, she makes her nest, 
Hundred-sunned Phoenix ! when she ■ 

Ctumble at length to hoary dust 1 

Her gorgeous death-bed I her rich uvre 
Burnt 11 g with aromatic fi re 1 ^ ^ 


1 he mouniamless green wiids among, 
i kie ends she her unechoing song b' 

U itJi amber (ears and odorous si4is 
Aiourned by the desert where sh? dies 

George Dari 
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A GARDEN BY THE SEA 


} KNOW a iiltic ganlen -close, 

Set thick \ytli lily and red rose, 
Where I wftulcl wander if 1 might 
I'rom dewy morn to dewy night, 
And have one with me wandering, 


And though within it no birds sing, 
And though no pill^ired ijouse is there, 
And though the apple-boughs arc bare 
Of fruit and blossom, would to (rod 
Her feet upon the green grass trod, 
And I beheld them as before. 


There comes a mtirmur from the shore, 
And in the close two fair streams are, 
Dilwn from the purpk hills afor. 

Drawn down unto the restless sea : 

Dark hills whose heath- bloom fepdsjio bee. 
Dark shore no ship ever seen, 
Tormented by the billows green 
Whose murmur comes unceasingly 
XJnto the place for which I cry. 

For which I cry both day and night, 

For which I let slip all delight, 

Whereby I gr^w both deaf and blind, 
Careless to win, unskilled to hnd, 

And quick to lose what all men seek. 
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Yet tottering as I am and weak, 
have I left a fittle breath , 

To seek within the jaws of death 
An entrance to that happy place, 

I'o seek the unforgotten face, 

Once seeh, once kissed, oifce reft from me 
Anigh the inurnmring of the sea. 

WiHiam Morris. 


.TOFA^CY. 

I 'am here' for thee, 

Art thou there for me ? 

Or, traitress to my watchful heart, 
Dost thou from rock and wave depart, 
Ami from the desolate sea ? 


I ani' here for, tfaee, ■ 

Art thou^;there' 'for me ?,: ';v - 
Or, Fiincife with thy wondrous smile 
Wilt thou no more nay eyes beguile 
Betwixt the clouds and sea ? 

I am here for thee, 

' Art thou there for me ? ^ ' 

Spirit of brightness, shy and sweet ! 
hiy eyes thy glimmering rolTe would meet 
Above the glimmering sea. 
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The (Joldefi Tfdiisurx 
little skill, 

My pussfonate will * « 

-Ma.' here : wljere art thou ? Spirit, bow 
J'roiii ihirkeiiintf clxud tljy heavenly brow, 
siiiks the ebbiny sea. 

* Rkh(n-d lik* i'of! / h'xon 


IV' 

Si^liAK, CittD.OF VlSiOXS 

Ft, 'iiit bri;itis eyes nnjst* answer now, 

W hen Keason, with a seoriij'ul brow, 
is inoekittp at iny tn-erthrow ! 
i Hi, thy sweet loapue must plead for me 
And tcjl nhy J have chosen thee. ! 

Stern Reason i.s to judgment come, 

Arrayed in all her forms of gloom ; 

Wilt thmi, my advocate, be dumb ? 

No, radiant angel, speak and sav, 

” V ^ ivorld away. — 

Why I have persevered to shun 
The common paths that othcr.s ripi, 

And on a strange roar,l[,. journeyed on,*^ 
Heedless alike of wealth and power, 

Of Glory’s wreath and Pleasure’s flower. 

These once, indeed, seemed Beings Divine ; 
And they, perchance, heard vows of mine 
And .saw my oflerings on their shrine ; 

But careless gifts arc .seldom prized, 

And mine were worthily despised. 


0 
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So, with a ready heart, I swore 
s To seek their altar-stone no more ; 

And gave my spirit to adore 
'Fliec, e\ cr-present, phantom thing — 

I\Iy slave, jny comrade, and my king, 

,, '.'.0 ■ ■■■■,_ 

A slave, because I rule thee still, 

Incline ihee to iny changeful wdll, 

And iruike thy influence, goo# Of ill : 

A c(»mradc, for h}? day and night 
TImu an uiv intimate delight,— - V 

i\J}- da.rhug pai?i that wounds and sears, 
Aitil. Vviiifg.'i a blessing out from tears 
by iJeadciung me to earthty cares p 
And }et, a king, thofigh Prudence well 
ilavc taught thy subject to rebel. 

And am I wrong to worship where 
Inuth caiincU doubt, nor Ilope despair. 
Since my own soul can grant my prayer ? 
Speak, (dod of visions, plead for me, 

And tell why I have chosen thee I 

* Emily Bronte^ 

THE VOICE 

As the kindling glances, 

Queen-like and clear, 

Which die bright motfn lances 
From her tranquil sphere 
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At the sleepless waters 

i )f j,i lonely mertt * 

On the \^iUl whirling* waves, mournfully, mourn- 
fully, 

Shiver and die. 

S ^ 


hall 


As the tears of sorrow 
iM«fjthcrs have sheti — 

Prayers that to-morrow 
Shall in vain he sped 
\\'hcu the flower they (low for 
lues frozen and 'lead- - 
tlie throbbing brow, fall on the burnitig 
breast,- 

Bringing no rest. 


Like hriglit waves that fall 
With a lifelike motion 

On the lifeless margin of the sparkling Ocean 
A wiki rose climbing up a mouldering wall— 
A gusl^ of sunbeams throurh a ruin’d hall— 
Strains of glad music at a funeral — 

So sad, and with so wild a start, r 
To this deep~sober’<L heart, 

So anxiously and painfully, 

So drearily and doubtfully, 
oh, with such intolerable change 
Of thought, such contrast strange, 

0 unforgotten voice, thy accents come, 

Like w-anderers fw>m the world’s extremity 
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In vain, all, all in vain, 

beat upon minS ear again, . 

Those melancholy tones so sweet and still. 

Those lute-like tones which in the bygone year 
Did steal into mine ear — 

Blew such a*thrilling summofis to my will, 

Yet could not shake it ; 

Made my tost heart its very life-bl^od spill, 

Yet could not break it. • 

Matthew Arnold. 

• VI 

SIBYLLA PALMIFERA 

♦ 

Under the arch of Life, where love and death, 
Terror and mystery, guard her shrine, I saw 
Beauty enthroned ; and though her gaze struck 
awe, 

1 drew it in as simply as my breath. 

Hers are the eyes which, over and beneath, 

The sky and sea bend on thee, — ^which cag draw, 
By sea or sky or wom^, to one law, 

The allotted bondman of her palm and wreath. 

«» ■■■■ 

This is that Lady Bcau%’, in whose praise 
Thy voice and hand shake still,-— long known to 

thee 

By flying hair and fluttering hem,— the beat 
Following her daily of thy heart and feet. 

How passionately and irretrievably. 

In what fond flight, how many <ways and days ! 

Dante Gabriel Rossetti. 
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SONG IN THE SONGLESS 

T'i.ii.v rii* ffnif.', the pcdi.fes fliy, 

Aiul .sfjii ll'icv, siiipi. 

If k \ui!4j 5 niy breast lliey sing, 

As !■ 'pjWis bv',. 

’V^ ibiH! HiY itreasr iliey tuiiHi a siring, 
i’hrv V. ake a siel'u 
'['lii'iv is bi!( -iiiUiii i>i;-,cdgc- clr} : 

In me they sing. 

(ktiri>t’ McrrdifH. 


Vll'I 

A MUSICAL 1NSTRU]\IENT 

What was he lining, the great g<.id lAin, 
pfiwn in iIjc reetL by the rixev r 
Spreading ruin and scattering ban, 

S|>1ashing asid paddling with .hnnfs nf a goat. 
And breaking the golden lilies a/loafr 
With the dragon-lhy on the river. 

He tore out a reed, the great god Pan, 

From the deep cool bed of the ri\'er : 

'Fhe limpid water turbidly ran, 

And the broken lilies a-dying lay, 

And the draglin-fly had fled atvay, 

Ere he brought it out of the river. 
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Hign on the shore sate the great god Pan, 

• While turbidly flowed the niver ; 

And hacked and hewed as a great god can, 
With his hard bleak steel at the patient reed, 
1 ill there was not a sign of a leaf indeed 
lo prove it fresh fro^i the river. 

He cut it short, did the great rad Pan 
^ (How tall it stood in the rwer 1) 

Then drew the pith, like the heart of a man, 
Steadily from the outside ring, 

And notched the poor dry empty thing 
In holes, as he sate by the river, 

“ This is the way,” laughed the great god Pan 
^ (Laughed while he sate by the river), 

The only way, since gods began 
To make sw'eet music, they could succeed.” 
Then, dropping his mouth to a hole in the reed 
He blew in power by the river. 

Sweet, sweet, sweet, O Pan ! 

Piercing sweet by the river 1 
Blinding sweet, 0*great god Pan ! * 

The sun on the hill forgot to die, ; 

-'^^'■^^he^lilies revived, and the dragon-fly 
Came back to dream on the river. 

Yet hall a beast is the great god Pan, 

1 o laugh as he sits by the river. 

Making a poet out of a man ; 

1 he true gods sigh for the cost and pain, — 
i. ot the leed which growls i^evermore again 
As a reed with the reeds in the river, 

Ehzqheth Barrett Brownins, 




/ith hea\’tnLes£, 
distress, 

trom weariness ? 
■est : why should we toil alone. 
"We only toil, who are the first of things, 

And make perpetual moan, 

Still from one sorrow to another thrown : 


THE LO’J'OS-KATERS : CIIORIC SONG 

• . f , 

■ ■ I ■ ■ 

I’iniJo- is sweet •music here that s<}ftcr ialla 
ili.m petals from Mown roses on the grass, 
i )i iiighl-deus on still waters between walls 
shadowy granite, in a gleaming pass ; 

Music that gentUer on the spirit lies, 

'Than tir’d eyelids upon tir’d eyes ; 

Music that brings swget sleo]! down from the 
hlLssful skies. 

Here are cool nutsses deep, 

And thro’ the moss the ivies creep. 

And in the stream the long - leaved flowers 
weep, 

And from the craggy ledge the poppy hangs in 


. #« ■ ■ m ' 

The Gohh-n 'Inamv 
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Nor steep our brows^in slumber’s holy balm ; 

No!® harken what the inner spirit sings, 

“ There is no joy but calm ! ” 

Why should we only toil, the roof and crown of 
things ? 


Lo ! in the middle of the wood, * 

The folded leaf is woo’d from cmf the bud 
With winds upon tlie branch, and there 
Grows green and broad, and takes no care, 
Sun-steep ’d at noon, •and in the moon 
Nightly dc\v-fed ; and turning 3’ellow 
Falls, and lioats atlown the air. 

Lo ! sweeten’d with the slimmer light, 

The full-juiced apple, waxing over-mellow, 
Drops in a silent autumn night. 

Ail its allotted length of days, 

The flower ripens in its place, 

Ripens and fades, and falls, and hath no toil, 
Fast-rooted in the fruitful soil. 


Hateful life dark-blue sky, 

Vaulted o’er the tlark-fllue sea. 

Death is the end of life ; ah, why 
Sh«)ij]d life iiinaibour ise ?: 

Let us alone. 'J’ime driveth onward fast, 
And in a liitie while our lips are dumb. 
*I^et us alone. What is it that will last ? 
All tilings are taken from us, and become 
Portions and parcels of the dreadful Past. 


t 
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lis ■aliirse. W'ltai nlcar.urc cun \ve have 
5 o \\\ir w'lU'i evy t is ilicre any peace ’ 

hi tu.;r cliniliiiie up the cliiubing wave ? 

All ivave nv.i, unci ripen t<»\vard the _e;nivc 

hi sileus'e ; rip-en, luii and cease : ^ 

C iirc t!f- rc-.-u or dAtlp dark death, or dreamful 


iloev f.vci't ii ucre, hearing' ihc <io\v!n\-ard stream, 

AViii) hali’-shiit lvcs m'cr to seem 

I'’alUup asle.cp iti '.i hulh-dvcam 1 

'f’(! tircam aiu! dream, like yonder amber liuhl, 

\Vhie]j evil) not leave- the itiyrrii-lmsli on ihe height; 

d'o hear each other’s whbeper’d speec'h ; 

liatinu the Loins ilay by day, 

To walci’i idle crispina' ripples on the hicacli, 

Ami tender cnrvitiu. lines of creamy spray ; 

I’o lend our liearts and spirits wholly 
To the influence of mild-minded melancholy ; 

'To muse and brood and live attain in memory, 
With those old faces of our ini’aney 
Heap’d over with a mound <?f grass, 

I'wo handfuls of white dust, shut in an ursi of brass! 


Dear is the memoiy of our wedded lives, 

And dear the last embraces of our w’ives 
And their warm tears : but all hath suffer’d 
change ; 

For surely now ourjtousehold hearths are cold ; 
Our sons inherit us : our looks are strange ; 

And w'e should come like gltosts to trouble joy. 
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Or else the island princes over-boid 
I lave* eat our substaiie*e, and the myistrel sings 
Beiore thcin nf the ten years* war in Troy, 

And our great deeds, us half-forgotten things. 

Is iheni c>infasi(in in the little isle ? 
f.et what is hrohen so remain* 
riit.- Oodfs a're hard to reconcile : 

’ j'i^ hard io seUi<,: order once again# 
i liere A eiasiusiou vrorse than deafh, 

Truuhlf Oil iroiihle, pain on pain, 

Lorig iar'Ofir niito ai-;ed breath, . 

Son- ta.sl. tfs fiearts wutfMvout liy many wars 
And v\vy. e,ro\^n dim with gazing on tlie pilot-stars. 


But, propt on beds of amaranth and moly, 
i low sweet (\\ h'ls' w’unn airs lull us, blowing lowly) 
\Vith hah'-dropt cveUd still, 
beneati) a luan.en dark and holy, 

'To wauh tlie long bright river drawing slowly 
Ills waters from the purple hill — ^ 

'i'o hear the dewy echefts calling 
k'rom cave to cave thro’ the tliick-twined vine — 
To watch" thwemeraUi-colour’d water falling 
Tliro’ many a wov’n acifut bus- wreath divine ! 
Only to hear aiul see the far-olT sparkling brine, 
Only t<! hear vrcrc sweet, stretch’d out beneath the 
■■■pine. -■,■■■,■.■. 


The Lotos blooms below the barren peak 
B'lie Lotos blows by every winding creek ; 


c 


'['he Golden Ivcusuyy 

All day the wind breathes low with mellower 

'rhnd merv hollow cave and alley lone 

Round aik'l round Uie spicy downs the yehow 

] jOiijS-tliiSl JS b(U\Mi. 

\\V luive ’nad euousjiu of a.ction, and nl rrionon we, 
Roli'i-l to sinrboard,. roll d to lurbouru, when tne 
;-surec was Mrlhnt^ free, 

Whvic ilic wallovdiiij; numster spouted ins toani- 
fouiiiaiiis in the sea. . i 

Let tis swear ;in oath, atsd keep it with an equal 

mind, ■' q , . r -i 

hi ihe liolUrtv Lolos-land to live and he reehned 
On the hills like Gods topelher, ee.reless ot man- 
kind. , I 1 1 

For they lie beside their nectar, and tlie bolts arc 

Far belmv them in the valleys, and the clouds are 

lightly ctirl’d „ . . , , i 

Round their golden houses, girdled tvith the gleam- 
ing world : , 

Where, they smile in secret, looking over wasted 

lands, . 

Blight and famine, plague and eartjiquake, roaiing 

deeps and fiery sands, _ 

Clanging fights, and flaming toivns, and sinking 
ships, and praying hands. 

But they smile, they find a music centred m a 

doleful song • t r 

Steaming up, a lamentation and an ancient tale qt 

wrong, . , , , 1 

Like a tale of little meaning tiro the words are 

strong ; 


* 
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Chanted irojii an ill-used r^'e of men that cleave ■* 
«tlie soil, * * 

S(nv the seed, and reap the harvest with enduring 
toil, 

Storing, veariv little dues of wheat, and w'inc and 

oil;' 

Till they perish and they suffer — some, his 
\vhisper\i-- “dotyn in hell ^ 

Snn’er endless anguish^ otlrers m*.Elysian,,valle5^ 
dwdi, 

Kfsiing rvtary limbs at last on beds of asphodel. 
Surely, surely, slumb«r is more sweet than toil, the 

shore 

'rhan labour in the deep mid-ocean, wind and 
uuve- and oar ; * 

Oil rest ye, brother mariners, we will not wander 
Alfred, Lord Tennyson. 


DAVID SINGS TO SAUL 


Oh, the wild joys of livifig ! the leaping from rock 
up to rock, 

I’he strong rending of boughs from the fir-tree, 
tile cool silver shock ^ 

Of the plunge in a pool’s living water, the hunt of 
“ the bear, 

And the sultriness showing the *iion is couched in 
Ids lair. 



t8 7 '/<!(’ (J olden I'rcimn-y 

Aiiii the meal, tlie rich dates Nelhneeil t>vcr with 
u<‘hi t-inst diviiic, ** 

the h)cust"desh stci ped in the pitcher, the 
!uh dranclii nf wiia?. 

And ti.e sleep ivi the dried river-cl^iiiiiel where 
hiilrnslscs tell 

'I'haf I fie waiti* was wont to go warbling so softly 
and svt h. 

Ii<ns good is niuji’s life, the mere living ! , how fit 
to cmfiloy 

,\]1 the iicari and tiie soul and the senses for ever 
in j.oy i * 

Hast il'.oii lovetl the \vhite locls of thy father. 

vrla)se sword thou 

When lie tnistcd thee forth wdtli the armies, for 
y glorious' reward ? . ' 

Didst thou see the thin hands of thy mother, held 
up as men sung 

The low song of the nearly-departed, and hear her 
faint tongue 

Joining^in while it could to the witness, “ Let one 
more attest, ® 

1 have lived, seen God’s hand thro’ a lifetime, and 
all was for best ” ? ® # 

Then they sung thro’ theif tears in strong triumph, 
not much, but the rest. 

And thy brothers, the help and the contest, the 
working whence grew 

Such result as, from seething grape-bundles, the 
spirit strained true : 

And the friends ot thy boyhood — that boyhood of 
wonder and hope, 
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Present prf»nii‘se and wealth of the future beyond 
1 fee eye’s scope,-— * « 

I’iil is), thou art grown to a. monarch ; a people is 
thine;' 

And al! gifts, wliicli the world offers singly, on one 
head conff^ine ! * 

( tn one head, all the beauty and strength, love and 
rage (like the throe n 

i hat, a-woi'k ht die rock, helps its Ihbour and lets 
the gold go), 

High auihition and deeds which surpass it, fame 
crowning I'll cm,— -all 

ihoUiMit ti> hht/;e on tiic licad of one creature — 
Ivii'ig riaui ! 

• Robert Brozeninp. 


Often rebuked, yet always back returning 

do those hrsi feelings that tvere born with me, 

And leaving Imsy chase of wealth and learning 
I'or idle dreams of things \vhioh cannot be ; 

1 0“day, I tv’ill Slot seek the shadowy region ; 
its unsustaining vasfness waxes drear ; 

And visions rLsing, legion after legion, 

Bring the unreal world too strangely near. 

Pll walk, but not in old heroic traces, 

And not in paths of high moraljty, 

And not among the half-distingnished faces, 

1 he clouded forms of long-past history. 


zo 



The Gohim Treamry 

'I’ii walk where my own naljire would be leading : 

It vexes me*to clioose anotJier guide : /_ 

Where the gray flocks in, ferny glens are feeding ; 
Where the wild wind blows on the mountain side. 

Wluit have those loiftly mountains wtfrth revealing? 

More glory and more grief than I can tell 
'Ihe earth tlu^ wakes one human heart to feeling 
t ;a.i) centre both the worlds of Heaven and iieli. 


Emily Bronit\ 


XII 


THE SHEPHERD’S I’REE 

Huge elm, with rifted trunk all notched and 
scarred, 

Like to a warrior’s destiny ! I love 
To stretch me often on thy shadowed sward, 

And hear the laugh of summer leases above ; 

Or on*thy buttressed foote to sit, and lean 
In careless attitude, and there reflect 

On times, and deeds, and darings that have been - 

Old castaw'ays, now swallowed in neglect, 

While thou art towering in thy strength of heart, 
Stirring the soul to vain imaginings 
In which life’s sordid being hath no part. 

The wind of that eternal ditty sings, 

Humming of future things, that burn the mind *■ 
To leave some figment of itself behind. 

John Clare. 
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THE VENETIAN PASTORAL ; 

A Picture by Giorgione 

W.vn-.R, for aneuish of the solstice nay, 
lim aUp the vessel slowly,— -nay, bu| lean ^ 

AneJ hark how at its verge the wavp sighs m 
Reluctant. Hush ! beyond all depth away 
The heat lies silent at the brink of day : 

Now the liand trails ij,pon the viol-string _ 

I’hat sobs, and the brown faces cease to sing, 

Sad witli the whole of pleasure. Whither stray 
Mer eyes now, from who.**; mouth the slim pipes 
creep 

And leave it pouting, while the shadowed grass 
Is cool against her naked side ? Let be 
Say nothing now unto her lest she weep, 

Nor name this ever. Be it as it was, — 

Life touching Ups with Immortality. 

_ Dante Gabriel RqfsettL 


XIV : 

A SONG OF FLIGHT 

Whii.e we slumber and sleep 
, 'Fhc sun leaps up from the deep 
— Daylight boiii at the leapj-— 
Kapief, dominant, free, 

Adiirst to bathe in the uttermost sea, 


# 



’ihi' (inItJrn 'J'yi'cisuiy 

Whilf we liiiL’cr ist pUiy» ^ 

-—if the yrtu? U'Hilcl at AJay ! — 

Wiiihs arc op and away 
C'h'Cr land, over sen, 

'To Uiia’r '.'oai \vjiercver tlieir p,oaj-, may be. 

Il is tinir In arise, 

'ro ilu; promised prixe, 

- 'i'iu-. hill? tlics, iJjc Wind iiics— 

We are stronp, we arc free, 

And hi'me lits heyoisu the stars and tJie sea. 

(Ihrisfinu RiksstUL 


XV 

splendour falls on castle walls 
And sjtowy summits old in story : 

I'lie long light shakes across the lakes, 

And the wild cataract leaps in glory. 

Blow, 'iougle, blow, set tho" wild echoes flying, 
Blow, btigle ; answer, echoes, dying, dying, dying. 

0 hark, O hear 1 how thin and clear, 

And thinner, clearer, farther going ! 

O sweet and far from cliff and scar 
The horns of Elfland faintly blowing ! 
Blow, let us hear the purple glens replying : 

Blow, bugle ; answer, echoes, dying, dying, dying. 

■ r-: ■■■■ 

O love, they die in yon rich sky, 

They faint on hill or field or river : 
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Our echoes roll soul to soul, 

* And grow for ever and for ^ver. 

Blow, bugle, blow, set the wild echoes flying, 
And answer, echoes, answer, dying, dying, dying, 
• Alfred, Lord Tennyson. 


XVI . 

■ '.rHE FORSAKEN MERMAN 

COiWii, tlear ehildrcn, let us away ; 

Ihown and away btjlow ! 

Now rny Irrotliers call from the bay, 
Now the great winds sKu'eward blow. 
Now the salt tides seaward flow ; 

Now the wild white horses play, 

Champ and chafe and toss in the spray. 
Children dear, let us away ! 

I’his way, this way ! 

Call her once before you go — 

Call once yet ! ^ # 

In a voice that she will know : 

“ Mar|:aret ! Margaret I 
Children’s*voiccs shojild be dear 
(Call once more) to a mother’s ear ; 
Children’s voices, wild with pain — 
Surely she will come again ! 

Call lier once and ci>mc away ; 

^ 'riiis way, this way ! 

“ Mother dear, we, cannot st^ ! 

'rhe wild wliite horses foam and fret.” 
Margaret I Margaret ! 


0 





24 Golden Treasury 

Come, dear cliiUIrcn, come j-nvay down ; ^ 

Call no more > 

One last look at the white-walFd town, 

And tlie little firoy churcli on the winiiy shore 
'^rhen come down i t 

Hhc will iu»t come thougb you call all day ; 
t'ornc awav, come away ! 


t'liiidren dear., \Yas it yesterday 
We heard the sweet hells over the hay r 
In the caverns where we lay, 

'Phrough the surf and through the svvell, 
d'he far-oil’ sound of a silver bell ? 
Sand-strewn caverns, cool and deep, 
Where the winds are all asleep ; 

Where the spent lights quiver and gleam 
Where the salt weed sways in the stream, 
Where the sea-beasts, ranged all round. 
Feed in the ooze of their pasture-ground 
Where the sea-snakes coil and twine, 

Dry th^ir mail and bask in the brine ; 
Where great whales come sailing by, 

Sail and sail, with unshut eye, 

Round the world for ever and aye ? • ■ 

When did music come th^s way ? 
Children dear, was it yesterday ? 


Children dear, was it yesterday 
(Call yet once) that she went away ? 

Once she sate with you and me, 

On a red gold throne in the heart of the sea. 
And the youngest sate on her knee. 
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She comb’d its bri^itiaair, and she tended it well, 
'When down swsnig the soinuJ of a bell. 

She she look’d up through the clear green 

sew; , ■ ■ , ^ 

She said ; “ I must go, for kinsfolk pray 
In die little grey church on the shore to-day. 
’M’will be Easter-tinic in the world —ah me ! 

1 lose iny }>oor soul, IMenntyl I here with 
. thee.” 

I said : “ ( ht up, dear heart, through the waves ; 
Sav thv ]?r;,(vt;r, and canric liuck t.o tlic kind sca- 
caVes ! 

Sl se smiled, die went up thrmigis the surf in the bay. 
t,'itildrei) dear, was it yesto^jay ? 

Cdiildren dear, were we long alone ? 

'* d’’lie sea grous stormy, the little ones moan ; 
Imng firaycrs,” ! said, ” in the world they say ; 
Cioine ! ” I said ; and we rose tlirough the surf 
in the bay. 

We went up the beach, by the sandy down. 

Where the sea-stocks lnk)orn, to the white*wall’d 
town ; 

Through ^le narrow paved streets, where all was 
still, 

d’o the little grey church on the windy hill. 

From the church came a murmur of folk at their 
prayers. 

But we stood without in the cold blowing airs, 
climb’d on the graves, on the stones worn 
with rains, • 

And we gajicd up the aisle through the small 
leutled panes. 





Tlh' (JoldiH Treasury 


She sate i>y the jiiliar ; %vcvsa\v her clear : ^ 
** Alarijiaret, ! eunio t-iiuck, we are here ; 
l)e,;r heart,” i saiJ, ” vvc are long alone ; 
Tho sea erows sturjiiy, the little ones nioan.” 
lint, ain hlte .uax'e ti^c never a look, ^ 

lit-r eves were soal’d to the Itoly book ! 
Loiul jjr.w:-' ike nricht : shut stands the door 
away, fhildrcn, call nt* more i 
C'ofac a\v;!\, conu; timvji, call no more ! 


i )o\vn, dn-,Mf, cifwvn ! 

llown fo the depths oi’ the''t.ea ! 

Sht^ >,iis at her wheel in the huiuining town, 
Hintiinc' most jrwlully.. 

Hark what, slue sings ; ” k) joy, (.) joy, 

For the hnmming streer, and the citild with its toy ! 
For the priest, and the bell, and tiie holy w'ell ; 
Fr>r the wheel where i spun, 

And the blessed light of the sun ! ” 

And so she sings her fill, 

Singing most joyfully, 

Till thn spindle drops fropi her hand, 

And the whizzing wheel stands still. 

She steals to the rvindow, and looks^at the sand, 
And over the sand at the^sea ; 

And her eyes are set in a stare ; 

And anon there breaks a sigh. 

And anon there drops a tear, 

From a sorrow-clouded eye, 

And a heart sorrow-laden, 

A long, long siglv.; 

For the cold strange eyes of a little hlermaiden 
And die gleam of her golden hair. 
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^ Come uway, away children ; 
Come chiidren, come down ! * 
The hoarse wind blows coldly ; 
Lights shine in the town. 

Bhe willpi start from her s^itmber 
"Whc!! gusts shake the door ; 

Site will hear the winds howlii^', 
Will hear the naves roar. , 
We shall see, while above us 
d'he wa\'es roar and whirl, 

A ceiling of amber, 

A pavement of pearl, 

Singing :■ “Here came a mortal, 
But faithless was she i 
And alone dwell for ever 
The kings' of the'sea.’*''''' ' 

But, children, at midnight, 

When soft the winds blow, 

When clear falls the inooniight, 
When spring-tides are low ; 

When sweet airs ofcine seaward 
From heathvS starred w'ith broom, 
Anddiigh rocks throw mildly 
Oti the blancldd sa»ds a gloom : 
l.'p the Still, glistening beaches, 
Up the creeks we will hie, 

Over banks of bright seaweed 
The ebb-tide leaves drv. 

W e will ga:<e, from the sand-hills. 
At the white, sleeping towm; 

At the church on the hill-side — 
And tlicn come back down, 


57 ,, 
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Sineinu ; “ '1 here* clwete a loved one, ^ 
But oniel'is she ! 

She left lonely for ever 

The kin^s ui the sea.” _ , ' ,, 

: , Matthem Arnold. 


■■ '■f’,- „ XVII'" 

THE LADY ,OF SHALOTT 
■ 'Part/T'' 

On citlier side the' river lie 
ijonaj lields ol barley and of rye, 

That clothe the wold and meet the sky ; 
And thro’ the hekl the road runs by 
'Fo many-tower’d Camelot ; 

And up and down the people go, 

Gazing where the lilies blow 
R#»und an island ther^ below'-, 

The island of Shalott. 

Willows w'hiten, asppns quiver. 

Little breezes dusk and shiver 
Thro’ the wave that runs for ever 
By the island in the river 

Flowing dow'n to Camelot. 

Four gray walls, and four gray towers, 
Overlook a space of flowers, 

And the silent isle imbowers 
The Lady of vShalott. 
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By the mar^fin, willow- veil’d, 
ftiide the heavy btxrges trail’d ^ 

By slow horses ; and unhail’d 
'["he siiallop flitteth silkeii-saii’d 

Skimming down to Camelot : 
But who* hath seen her w’Sve her hand ? 
Or at the casement seen her stand ? 

Or is she known in all the landf 
’Fhc I.ady of Shalott ? • 

Only reapers, reajiing early 
In among the bearded barley, 

Hear a song tfvit echoes chc'erly 
From the river windin*i; clearly, 

Down to tower’d Camelot : 

And by the mooti the reaper weary, 
Piling sheaves in uplands air\’, 
Listening, whispers “ ’’Pis the fairy 
Lady of Shalott.” 


I 

I 

n 


Part .II 

TniiFft ste weaves by ni.ght and day 
A magic web with colours gajn 
Site has heard a tvhisper say, 

A curse is on her if she stay 

To l(.)f,)k down to Camelot. 

Siic knows not what the curse may? be 
And so .she weaveth steadily^ 

And little other care hath she, 

* The Lady of Shalott. 


§ 
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An<l Jiiovinf thrc'’ mirror oloar 
'I'll, it before her fill the yeatj 

Shiuiows of liic ivorid appear. 
’J'hcre she sees the hinhuay near 
^Vinl}inu• down to C.’arneiot : 
I’hetc the ri\er^eddy whirls, 

And iIk.to ihe surly village-churls, 
And ihe pai cloaks oi nvarket girls 
Pas' onward from Shalott, 


SonK’iimes a troop (d dain.sels glad, 

An abbot on an ambling pad, 
Homctinies a curly shcpbcrd-lad, 

Or long-hair’d page iu crimson clad, 
Goes by toVmer’d (’amclot ; 
And sonietiines thro’ the mirror blue 
'File knights come riding two and two 
She hath no loyal knight and true. 
The Lady of Shalott. 


But in her web siie still delights 
To' weave the mirror magic sights, 
For often thro’ the silent nights 
A funeral, with plumes and lights ■ 
And music, went to Camelot 
Or when the moon was overhead, 
Came two young lovers lately wed ; 
I am half sick of shadows,” said 
The Lady of Shalott. 





A BO W“SIK>T from her bower-eaves, 

He rode between the barlgv-sheaves, 
Thti sun came dazzling thro’ the leaves, 
Aik! flamed upon the brazen greaves 
<)f bold Sir Lancelot. 

A red-cross knight for ever kneel’d 
To a lady in his shield, 

That sparkled on the yellow field, 
Beside remftte Shalott. 


I'he gennny bridle glitter’d free, 
Like to some branch of stars we see 
Hung in the golden Galaxy. 

'Fhe bridle bells rang merrily 

As he rode down to Camelot 
And from his blaz<.>n’d baldric slung 
A mighty silver bugle hung, 

And as he rode his armour rung, 
Beside remoft Shalott. 


All in*the*blue unclouded weather 
Thick-jewell’d shone* the saddle-leather. 
The helmet and the helmet-feather 
Burn’d like one burning flame together, 
As he rode down to Camelot. 

As often thro’ the purple night, 

Below the starry clusters brijght, 

Some bearded meteor, trailing light, 

• Moves over still Shalott. 


^ SHiW -tr 
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His broad clear brow iu sunlight flow’d ; 
On burnish’d hooves Fiis war-horse troji?c 
I'rotn undcrncalh his hohner ilow’d 
His coal-black curls as on he rude. 

As he rode down to (’ainelot. 
k'niini the ban*, and iVoni the n\cr 
ilc ilasliM int(» the crystal mirror, 

“ d 'irra Jirra,” by the river 
Siwjj; Sir Lancelot, 


She left the web, she left the lootn, 
She made three paccsi'thnd the room. 
She sav\ the water-lily bloom, 

She saw the helmet and the plume, 
She look’d down to (.'amelol. 
(.)ut dew the web and lioated wide ; 
'I’he mirror crack’d from side to side , 
“ d'he curse is come upon me,” cried 
The Lady of Shalott. 


In the stormy east-wind straiI^^ng,<■ 

The pale yellow wdods were waning, 

The broad stream in his banks complaining, 
Heavily the low sky raining 

Over tower’d Camelot ; 

Down she came and found a boat 
Beneath a willow left afloat, 

And round ‘^about the prow she wrote 
The Lady of Shalott. 
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And down the rij^er’s dim expanse 
tike some bold secir in a trancg, 

Seeing all his own mischance— 

With a glassy countenance 

Did she look to Camelot. 

And at the closing of the*day 
She loosed the chain, and down she lav 
.1 he broad stream bore her far'^way, 
The Lady of Shalolt. * 


laying, robed in snowy white 
1 hat loosely ilew*to left and right — 
'rhe Ipives upon Iwr falling light— 

1 liro’ the noises of tljp night 

She floated down to Camelot : 
And as the boat-head wound along 
I he willow)' hills and fields among, 
They heard lier singing her last song, 
The Lady of Shalott. 


Heard a carol, mournful, holy, 
Chanted loudly, cSanted lowly, 

1 ill her blood was frozen slowiy, 
And«her«yes were darken’d wholly, 
Turn’d to tcfwer’d Camelot.' 
hoi ere she reach’d upon the tide 
The first house by the water-side, 
Singing m her song she died, 

The Lady of Shalott. 




The (Johh'?i 'JWamiy 

A .lileainisijT shape she hv, 

Ue;id-pale hetween the houses * 

.Silent into ('anielol. 

Oiit u{)on the wharfs tliey ean-.e, 

Knic[hi aiui hurerher, lord aiul djitne, 

A'.iii round thurprow they read her najne. 
7 hi ’ Lf/Jy tjf Shu to it . 

rj 

iVlio is lilts : aiu! ■\\jiar is here r 
Ai'uMhi tlie iighfed palace near 
Ihfd the' soiifid of roval clieer ; 

And ilicy eross’il tlicivifcelves for fear, 

Ail the kniglits at Carnclot : 
lint Jaincelot nuistd a little space ; 
lie said, ‘‘ She hal?a lovely face ; 

(iod iii^ his mercy U‘nd her yraee' 

'riie Latly of Sliulott.” 

Alfred, Lord Tennyson 


« XVI^I 

THE LABORATORY : AKCIEN REGIME 

Now that I, tying thy glass mask tightly, 

May gaze thro’ these faint smokes curling whitely 
As thou pliest thy trade in this devil’s-smithy— 
\\hich is the poison to poison her, prithee ? 

He is with her, and they know that I know 
Where they are, what they do ; they believe mv 
tears flow 
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W hilc they laugh, laueh at me, at me tied to the 
drear ^ 

Ihupfy church, to pray God in, for them ! — 1 am 
licre. 


(unu! away, moisten and mash up thy paste, 
i*onnd at thy powder,— I am not in haste ! 

Hettcr sit thus, and observe thy strari^e things, 

1 nan go ^wh ere men wait me and* dance at the 
i-’v-ing's, 

1'hat in the mortar— call it a gum ? 

Ah, the brave tree wlience such gold oozings come ! 
And 3amder soft phial, i:he ^iquisite blue,' 

Sure to taste sweetly,— is that poison too ? 

Haci 1 but all of them, thee and thy treasures, 

\\ hat a wild crowd of invisible pleasures ' 

1 o carry pure death in an ear-ring, a casket, 

A signet, a fan-mount, a filigree basket ! 

Soon, at the King’s, a m?re lozenge to give,* 

And Pauline should have just thirty minutes to 
live ! • • ■ 

But to light a pastille, anc? Elise, with her head 
And her breast and her arms and her hands, should 
drop dead ! 

Quick—is it finished ? The colour’s too grim ! 
Wily not soft like the phial’s, enticing and dim ? 
Let it brighten her drink, let her turn it and stir. 
And tryjt and taste, ere she fix and prefer I 



The Gohhn Tnmiiry 

U’hal ;i drop 1 She’s not Htlk*, lio minion like me ! 
'riiat’s why s|jc ensnarcfi inm : tliis never iVeo 
The soul from those tuasenliue eyes, — say, “ No ! ” 
'i’o tl'.at pulse’s magnilicent eome-and-go. 

i-'or only last as iliey wliispcred, i brouujht 

Aly fHvn eyes to licar on lier so, that 1 ihoutt'ht 
Coiih! I kee']i them one half minute fixed, she 
would fall 

Shri'.ellfd ; she fell nut ; yet this does it all ! 

Not that I hid you spare her the pain ; 
f,et death he felt and the proof remain ; 

Hraiul, burn tip, hite «ito its ,sfraee- -■ 
lie is sure to remember her dyini 4 ! 

Ls it done r Take my mask olf ! Nay, be not 
morose ; . 

It kills her, and this prevents seeing it close : 

The delicate droplet, rny whole fortune’s fee ! 

If it lyirts iier, beside, can it ever hurt me .* 

Now, take all my jewels, gorge gold to ^mur fill. 
You may kiss me, old ipan, on my mouth if you 
will !, 

But brush this dust off me, lest horror it brings 
Ere I know it — next moment I dance at the King’s ! 
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AAIATURUS 

Sova:^Vl}Ia^^; bcneatli the s%n, 

These uuivcriug heart-strings prove it, 
S'.'Hicwhcre tliere must be one 
Made for tliis soul, to move It ; 

Home one that hides her sweetness 
Id'otn uduhbours whom she slights, 
Nor can attain coiMpleteness, 

Nor give lier heart its rights ; 

S(>me one whoin I covild court . 

With no great chau]^ of manner, 

Still holding reason’s fort, 

Though waving fancy’s banner ; 

A lady, not so queenly 
As to disdain rny hand. 

Yet born to smile serenely 
Like tiiose that rule the land ; 

Noble, but not tooj)roud ; * 

With ssoft hair simply folded, 

And bright face crescent-browed, 

And thf'oat by jMuses moulded ; 

And eyelids lightly tailing 
On little glistening seas, 

Deep-calm, when gales are brawling, 
Though stirred by every breeze : 

Swift voice, like flight of dove 
Through minster arches ^[oating. 

With SLuiden turns, when love 
<jets overnear to doting ; 


m 



■(cmirv 


i'i.ct'n lips, thal shape ^oi> savinifs 
Take tyystajs uf the sjiow, 

With pretty hair-hetruyines 
^ Of rhiiiits one may jiot know ; 
fair hand, u-liosc touches thriil^ 
Like fa'oidef/nxl of wimder, 
\Uiieh iiernies wields nt will 
.'^pirii«.ni«! jlesh to sunder ; 
Lic'ht Uiift, to prt'ss the stirrup 
in fearlessness and ^!ee, 
f)r datiee, til! linches cliirnip, 

And stars sink to the sea, 

i'orih, Love, and lind this maiii. 
Wherever she Ife hidden ; 

.Speak, IjDS'c, be not afraid, 
ihji piead as thou art bidden ; 
Anti say, that he who taught thee 
^ His yearning want and pain, 
loo dearly, dearly bought thee 
To part with thee in vain. 


William Cory 


SAINT VALEStTINE’S DAA^ 

Well d^t thou, Love, thy solemn Feast t 
In vestal Febitiary ; 

Not rather choosing out some rosv day 
Lrom the rich co;:onet of the coming A lav. 
When all things meet to marry ! 

O quick, pnevernal Power ' 
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'f'hat si.anall’st punctual through the sleepy mould "*■ 

The i^nowi hop's time to llowcr, ^ 
hair as the rash oath of virginity 
W'iiich is hrst-love’s hrst cry ; 

T). Bal))' spring, 

That iiiiiu-.r'st sudden ’neaih l^ie breast of Earth 
.\ niuiith lurlwre the birth ; 

\Vl;rnci is the {H'acei'ul poignancy, . 

T'se i’ .y csfut rr.f, 

Sadder than sweeter than delight, 

Thai buriliens nmv t lie Inxvith of everything, 

'Fhoagh each «)i!e sighs as if to each alone 
'Hit, eh.erish’d pang were known ? , 

.\i -si' davil, on his dark spray apart, 

\\'ifli it the Tdaekbird breaks the young Day’s 
iieai f ; : ' 

In evening’s iniru 

ddioiit it talks the heaveilly-minded Thrush ; 

d'iie liili witii like remorse eVy 

Smnes to tin- tynn’s smile in his westering course ; 

'['he lidver’s drooping sIdtT , " 

In yonder sheltering ba^y; ^ 

Ti’iC clioughs that call aoout the shining cliff ; 

The children, Tioisy in the setting ray ; 
f>\vn liie SweA season, each thing as it may ; 

'Thoiights o{ strange kindness and forgotten peace 
In me increase ; 

Ami tears :irise 

\\ ithin rn}" baippv, hajupy Mistress’ eyes, 

And, io, her Hps, averted from my kiss, 

Ask from Ltn e’s Ixinnty, ah, miic|j more than bliss ! 

Js’l the sequester’d and exceeding sweet 
Of dear Desire electing his defeat ? 




a 
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Is't the Waked Ivartk ntsw tw yon piirplnig cope 
rtiering fir^t-jce.'^r’s iirst ci-y, p 

\'ai)dy renonucing, uiih a .'craph’s sigh, 

TLiliirai Ih>]U! : 

I'air-vaciUiiiip Kanh, forcduoni'd lo jjcrpirs" 1 
RflioKl, ;Hi iirnoT'uii;-f May, 

Willi roses lioap’d opmh her laughing; brows, 

Aviiids ilit'c t’uy sows i 

\\t‘n it h/r with licr wanu Itosoru near, 

'I i) al'-idc ;'iic ‘^harpuess ni the Scniplt’s splicrc ! 
ihirget diy foohsli ss ftrds ; 

(jo to her sutsanons j.yy, r 

'riis heart wilh fiiuul, wing’d innoccncies iilihi, 

Ke'n its a ttest with bit\ls 

Alter tlte old ones by the hawk arc kill’d. 

Well dost thou, Los'c, to celebrate 
'Hie nuoti of thy soft ecstasy, 
fir e’er it be too late, 

Or e’er the Snowdrop die ! 

Coventry Patmore. 


DREAM-LOVE ^ 

Young Love lies sleeping 
In May-time of the year, 

Among the lilies, 

Lapped in the tender light : 
While lambs come grazing, 

White d9ves come building there 
And round about him 
The May-bushes are white. 


■■ 
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Sou nioss the j'^liow 
* For oh, ;i soi’ter cheek ; « 

inroad leaves cast shaciow 
1. pon the heavy eyes : 

’.riicre.wind anti waters^ 

Grow lulhxl and scarcely speak ; 

■'i'here twiliyht lirtL;ers 

’i'lie luinj'cst in the skies. * 

Voine- Love lies dreaniin.s: ; 

Hut who shall tell the dream ? 

\ j'erk-ia ounii'dit 

rustliny forest tips ; 

Or |)erit:ct inounjiyiM: 

1 ’pnn a ripjding stream ; 

Or perfect silence, 

Or sonu of cherished lips. 

Hnrn odours nnind him 
d’o fill the drowsy air ; 

Weave silent dailtcs *' 

Around him to atnd fro ; 

Fo« (.)h* in waking 
The .siglits arc i»ot so fair, 

Anil song and silence 
Are not like the.se below. 

t imng IjOvc lies dreaming 
'Fill summer days are g^ne, — 

Dreaming and drowsing 
• Away to perfect sleep ; 

' 


« . ■ 




The Gnidcn Tn usury 

Ik- set\s tile beauty t 
Suiirliath not looked upon. 
And tastes the fountain 
k'niitterahlv deep. 


i inn jMTfeel inusie 
iK)tli hush unto his rest, 
Aji.'l ifiroufih the pauses 
^ 1 !a' perieet siienec calms ; 
Oh, poor tlic voice.s 
Of cartli Iroiti east to wst, 
Anil poor canids stifiuess 
lk-f\veen Iter sialeH palms. 

^ omip Lore lies ilrowsiny 
Away to poppied death ; 

Cl to! shai.lows deepen 
Across the sleeping face : 

So fails the summer 
With warm, delicious breath 
And what hath autumn 
'i’o give us in its^ilace 


Oraw close the curtains 
^ Of branched evergreen ; 
Change cannot touch them 
With fading fingers sere ; 

Here first the violets 
Perhaps will bud unseen, 
And a dove, may he, 


Christina Roshtti 
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SUAJjMUAI EONUiM 


Af.L tilt* Iirefitii ant! the bloofli of the year in the 
h:iL^ of one bee : 

Ali the wonder and wealth ol tliitj mine in the 
heart ot one .yem : • 

b) {lie core of one pear! all tlie shade and the shine 
ot i!.u; sea .* 

Iheatls and iilooni. siiade and. shine, wonder, 
wt-alth, and- - fiow tar abo\'e them-— 
jVnth, t.!iat’s In-iglner than gem, 

.1 rnst, tliat’s purer <!un'i pearl, — 

!.»rig!)test trutig purest trust in the universe — all 
were for me 
in the kiss of one girl. 

Robert Browning. 


XjjKiii 


THE U xNTSiX TEN’S CHORUS 


When tiie hotmds of spring are on winter’s traces, 
I he iiitiiner ol months in tneadow or plain 
r tils the slutduws and windy places 
U irh lisp of leaves and ripple of rain ; 
ba'otvn bright nightingale amorous 
IS i'tali assuaged for Itylus, * 
i'oi the ihracian ships and the foreign faces, 

I. hctoiiguciess vigil, and all the pain. 




« 
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^4 The Golden Treasury 

l ’nine with bows bent and willienijitying of quivers, 
^ hiiden moi?t perfect, lady of light, * 

Wit Ira noise of winds and many rivers, 

W’ith a eiamour of waters, and with might ; 

Ihnil on thy sandal% O thou most 
t )\er the splendour and speed of thy feet ; 

I'o!' tlie faint east quickens, the wan west shivers, 
Reuind the^^cet of the day and the feet of the 
night..'.; 

Where shall we find her, how shall we sing to her, 
hold our bands; round iiel* knees, and cling : 

<) that man’s heart were as fire and could spring 
lo her,-.; - 

hire, or the strength of the streams that spring ! 
j'or the stars and the winds are unto her 
As raiment, as songs of the harp-player ; 

For the risen stars and the fallen cling to her, 

And the southwest- wind and the west-wind sing. 


loir winter’s rains and ruins are over, 

•Ant-f all the season of a»nws and sins ; 

I'he days dividing lover and lover, 

The light that loses, the night thgt wpis ; 
And time remembered i» grief forgotten, 

And frosts are slain and flowers begotten, 

And in green underwood and cover 
Blossom by blossom the spring begins. 

The full streams feed on flower of rushes, 

Ripe grasses trammel a travelling foot , 

The faint fresh flame of the young year flushes 
From leaf to flower and flower to fruit f 
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And i'ruit aiui leaf are as gold arid fire, 

And #iie nat is heard alcove the lyre. 

Atid the hoofed heel of a satyr crushes 
'I'lic ch.estn lit -husk at the chestriut-root. 

And Pan Ire itoon and Bacchu? by night, 

I'lccter nf foot than the fleet-foot kid, 

Follows witli tiancing and fills with 4elight 
I’he Aheiiuil ami the Bassarid ; • 

And soU as lips that laugh and hide 
d'lu- langhfing leaves (d; tlie trees divide, 

And screen from seeing and leave in sight 
'Hje vo!.i p'ursiiiiig, die maiden hid. 

'Plic ivy fails with the Bacdianal’s hair 
f)\'er her eyelirows hiding her eyes ; 

'The wild vine slipping down leaves bare 
Her bright breast shortening into sighs ; 

The wild vine slips with the weight of its leaves, 
But tire herricdi ivy catches and cleaves 
'i o the limbs that glitter, the feet that scare 
The wolf that follow^ the fawn that fliej, 

Algernon Charles Swinburne. 


FCMOES OF' LOVE’S HOUSE 

gi^•es every gift, whereby long to live ; 

“ Love takes every gift, and nothing back doth 

give.’' 


f 



f.f! The Golden Trc/mny 

Love unlocks the lips that else were ever dumb : 

“ bove locks up the lips whence all tlhnus faood 
might come.” 

Low jsiakcK clear Ijiie ej’es tltat elsecwuuld never 
see ; , 

“ Lone makes blind ihe eyes to all but me and 
thee.” ' 

f 

Ln\c iiirns iil'e to joy till nouglit is left to gain : 

“ Love tciruft li!e tci woe till hope is nought and 
vaiti,” 

Love, nho changesl all/changc me nevermore ! 

Lo\e, who changesi all, change mv sorrow 
sore i ” 

Love burns up the world to changeless heaven and 
blest, 

” Love burns up the world to a void of all unrest.” 
e. 

And there we twain are left, and no more work 
we need : r r 

” And I am left alone, gfnd who my work shall 
heed ? ” 


Ah ! I praise thee, Love, for utter ioyance won ! 

1.4 A -- J V -• 1. /• 
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'■ \XY 

HER HEAVEN 

tjf M.n.vv oKi in Heaven is to ^grow yoiitig, 

(.\y rlu: .Si^r s.n.v and said), then blest were he 
\* i;h in; whose heaven should be 

1 me \Ssi!)i,rn, .'-hf whnm ihese veaK notes have 

Kusnj.. 

I Ilo; rift:! iu TsMlfc!', I'linir-sinn'nsofherUmguc--- 
S!v\ .ii hi -r t \ns,- -sweet signs that tiee 
h<'i' -c.-d’s iioinei^hsie sanctuary,-—- 
Were P.iiMdiW: ail olicrutoKt worlds among, 

! lie hiooms and wdfhers on the hill 

f..ike any bilhlowcr ; and the noblest troth 
Die-, h.crc lo dust. Yet shall Heaven’s promise 

clothe 

Evc;i yet diose lovers who have cherished still 
'I his kst tor love in every kiss sealed fost 
1 o t’cel tl5c jirst loss and forebode the last, 

*Dantc Gabriel Ros^ettii 


XXVI 

THE NEW LOVE AND THE OLD 

I ?, 1 ADE another garden, yea, 
b'or my new Love ; 

1 left the dead rose where rt lay 
« And set the new above. 


The Gohkii Treasury 

Why did iny Summer not begin ? 

Why did my heart not haste ? 

My old Love came and walk’tl therein. 
And laid the garden waste. 

She enter’d with her weary smile. 

Just as of old ; 

She looky around a little while 
And shivef’d Mth the cold : 

Her passiiig touch was deatJi to all, 

Her passing look a Idiglit ; 

She made the white rcse-peiuls fall, 

And turn’d the red rose white. 

Her pale robe cliiTging to the grass 
Seem’d like a snake 
That bit the grass and ground, alas 1 
And a sad trail did make. 

She went np slowly to the gate, 

And then, just as of yore, 

She turn’d back at the last to wait 
^And say farewell once njore. 

Arthur O’Shaiighnessy. 


MARIAN 

She can be as wise as we, 

And wiser when she wishes ; 
She can knit with cunning wit, 
And dress the homelv dishes. 
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She can flourish staff or pen 
And deal a wound that ’lingers ; 
She can talk the talk of men, 

And touch with thrilling fingers. 

Matcli her ye across tfie sea, 
Natures fond and fiery ; 

Ye who zest the turtle’s nes* 

Wi th the eagle ’s eyrie . • 

Soft and loving is her soul, 

Swift and lofty soaring ; 

Mixing with dove-like dole 
Passionate adoring. 

Such a she who’ll ^natch with me ? 
in flying or pursuing, 

Subtle wiles are in her smiles 
To set the world a-tvooing. 

Slie is steadfast as a star, 

And yet the maddest maiden : 

She can wage a gallant war, 

And give the peace of Eden. 

* George Meredith* 


XXVIII 

A MATCH 

If love were what the rose is, 
And I w-ere like the l«»af, 
Our lives would grow together 
In sad or singing weather, 
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Thv Colilni Trcmiivv 


HicivMi fields or j]o^\:er^ul ciuscs, 
p!r:tsure or prey grief 
if i'vve \vere what the rose is, 
Anti 1 were like the leaf. 


if 1 vo.'re Vihai ih.c words are, 
Ai,^! lore \ten: like the tune, 
Wiiii douMi* honnu ami single 
neiiglii o(ir iipa wonid iiiiiigle, 
\i ilh Li'— es viad a.s birds are 
'I'hj! gei sweet I'^iit at noon 
[f 1 were wluit the words are, 
Ami love were like the tune. 


If you were life, my darling, 

And 1 your love wvere death, 
We’d shine and snow together 
Ere March riiade sweet the w'eathei 
With daffodil and starling 
And hours of fruitful breatli ; 

If you tvere life, »iy darling, 

And I your love were death. 


it you were thrall to sorrow, 
And I Were page to joy, 
We’tf play for lives and seasons 
With loving looks and treasons 
And tears of night and morrow 
Aiid ItU-ighs of maid and boy 
If you tvere thrall to sorrow, 
And I were page to joy. 



Modern Lyrics 


If you were Apyii’slady, 

And I were lord in May, ^ 
We’d throw with leaves for hours 
And draw for days with flowers, 
I'ill d%y like night were shady 
And night were bright like day ; 
If you were April’s lady, 

And I were lord in May. 

• 

If you were queen of pleasure, 
And I were king of pain, 

^¥e’d hunt dotvn love together, 
Pluck out his llying-feather, 

And tciich his feet a measure, 
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And find his inoijth a rein ; 

If you were queen of pleasure, 

And I were king of pain, 

Algernon Charles Swinburne, 

XXIX 

TWO IN TI-iE CAMPAGNA , 

I WONDER do you feel to-day 
«\s I*have felt since, hand in hand, 
We sat down on Ae grass, to stray 
In spirit better through the land, 
This morn of Rome and IVIay^ ? 

For me, I touched a thought, I know, 
Has tantalized me many times, 

(Like turns of thread the^piders throw 
Mocking across our path) for rhymes 
•’Fo catch at and let go. 





The Gohlai 'J'misury 

Hdp me to hold it 1 ]yrst it left 
'i'hc yeljowintf fennel, run to seed * 
Ihere, branching froin the brickwork’s cleft, 
^ Some old tomb’s ruin : yonder wc;ed 
1 ook up the lloating weft, , 

Where ojie snuili orange cup amassed 
J'ive bd’eties,— blind and green they an>pe 
Among tliirhoney-meal : ami last, ‘ '' 
l .verywhere tui t he grassy slope 
i traceil it. Hold it fast ! 


f lie champaign with its endless Hcece 
Ol feathery grasses everr-wlierc I 
hilcnce ami passion, jtjy aiid peace, 

An everlasting wash of air— 

Rome’s ghost since her decease. 

Such hfe here, through such lengths of hours. 

vbuch miracles performed in plav, 

Sudi primal naked forms of flowers, 

Getting nature Ifave her -way’ 

W hiie heaven looks from its towers ! 

How’ say you ? Let u^, O my dove, 

Let us be unashamed of soul, 

As earth lies bare to heaven above I 
_ How is it under our control 
Fo love or not to love ? 

I would that you were all to me. 

You that arc just so much, no more. ' 
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Nor yours nor mine, nor slave nor tree ! 

•\^'here does the fault lie ? Wljat the core 
O’ the wound, since wound must be ? 

1 would l*Could adopt you%\vill, 

See witli your eyes, dVid set my heart 
lleatitse; hv ^^^d drink my :l|ll 

M your s^fcj{)rings,--your^part my part 
ht life, for ^Oj^rund ill. 

No. 1 ve.uT! upwiV'd, touch you close, 

'riw-u stand away. I kiss your check, 

i '.iti li voiu" soul’s wanntl), -I pluck the rose 

Aju}'ln\c it fiiorc thaa tongue can speak — 
1'lf.en the good minute goes. 

Already ant i so far 

Out: (d that minute ? Must I go 
Still like the thistle-ball, no bar, 

Omvard, whenever light winds blow, 

Fixed by no friendlyj^ star ? « 

just when*! seemed about to learn I 
Where is the threafl now ? Off again I 
The old trick ! Only I discern — 

Intinite passion, and the pain 
Of linite hearts that yearn, 

Robert Browning. 
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How tio r love thee ? Let me count the ways. 

I love ihec to ^he depth ami «• breadth and 
height 

Aly sou! can roach, when feeling out of sight 
]'{)r the omM'of Iking and idea! Grace. 

] love thee nj'the level of every day’s 
Alo.st qfiiel need, hy sun and candlelight. 

I. Jove thee freelv, as men strive for Right ; 

I hne thee purely, as tliey'iurn from Praise. 

love thee with the passion put to use 
In my old griefs, and with my childhood’s faith. 

|f»ve thee with a love'’! seemed to lose 
With my lost saints,— i love thee with the 
breatli, 

Smiles, tears, of all my life ! — and, if God choose, 
1 shall but love thee better after death. 

EUzaheth Barrett Browninp, 


XXXI ^ 

r 

ro souls stand up erect and strong, 
silent, drawing nigh and nigher, 
lengthening wings break into fire 
curved point, — what bitter wrong 
earth do to us, that we should not long. 
Be here contented ? Think. In mounting higher, 
The angels would press on us, and aspire" 
some golden orb of perfect song ' 


0- jjji^ 

The Golden Treasury 


XXX 
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Into (Hir deep dear silence. Let us stay 
Rathor on earth, Beloved, where the unfit 
font rarious moods of men recoil awSy 
Ami isolate pure spirits, and permit 
A pl;K'e to stand and love in for a day, 

d.afkncs* and the deathdfrar rounding it, 

EU^idcth Barrett Brotiminp. 


, love, jnerc love, is beautiful indeed 
And wortliv of acceptation Fire is bright, 

Let temple hurii, or flax. An equal light 
Leaijs in the t lame from cedar-plank dr weed. 

And i'>vc is lire ; and when I say at need 
/ hrri fhic . , . marl; \ ... J love thee ! . . . in 
thv sight 

I startd transli.uurcd, glorified aright, 

\\dth conscience of the new rays that proceed 
Out <jf inv face rowarc? thine. There^s nothing 
low 

In love, v^liett^ove the lowest: meanest creatures 
Who love God, God accc*]:>ts while loving so. 

And what 1 feel, across the inferior features 
Of what I an), doth flash itself, and show 
I h)w that' great work of T.ove enhances Nature’s. 

Elizabeth Barrett Browmng. 


r 
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xxxii; 

IKWHYIUA’S LOVER 

'J'lUi rain set early in to-ni,£?ht, 

I'lie sullen wind was soon au;fike. 
h tore the elnf-tops down fur spite, 

And did its worst to vex the lake : 
f listiYiecl with bean; fn to break. 

When ;^}ii?ed in rorpdiyria ; stvaipht 
Sfie sliut the cold out ami the storm, 

And kneeled ami mavie the cheerless grate 
Blaze up, and all tht;. cottage waroi ; 

Which done, she rose, and from her ftn-ni 
Wiilidrew the dripping cloak and shawl, 

And laid her soPed gloves by, untied 
Her hut and let the damp hair fall, 

And, last, she sat down by my side 
And called me. When no voice replied. 
She put my arm about her waist, 

Arid made her smooth white shoulder bare, 
And all her yellow hair displaced, 

And, stooping, made my cheek lie there, 
And spread, o’er ala, her yellow hair, 
Abirmuring how she loved me— she 
Too weak, for all her heart’s 'endeavour, 

To set its struggling'’passion free 
From pride, and vainer ties dissever. 

And give herself to me for ever. 

But passion sometimes would prevail, 

Nor could to-night’s gay feast restrain 
A sudden thought of one so pale 
For love of her; and all in vain ; 

So, she was come through wind and rain. 
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Be sure I looked up at her eyes 
« Happy and proud ; at last I knew 
Porphyria worshipped me ; su:^rise 
Made my licart swell, and still it grew 
While 1 debated what to do. 

'That luoinent she was mite, mine, fair, 
IhndVcrlv pure and good : I found 
A thing to do, and all her hair # 

In one long yellow airing I wound 
d’hree times Iter little throat around, 

And .strangled iier. No pain felt she *, 

1 atii quite surc^shc felt no pain. 

As a shut bud that holds the bee, 

I warily oped; her lids : again , 

Laughed the blue e 3 ies without a stain. 
'And,' I" uritight'enecl ne.x:t;the dress ' ; 

About her neck ; her cheek once more 
Blushed bright beneath my burning kiss : 

I propped her head up as Before, 

Only, this time my shoulder bore 
Her head, which droops upon it still : 

The smiling rosy little head, 

So glad it has its uffnost will, *' 

I’hat all it scorned at once is fled, 

I,<pts love, am gained instead ! 
Tktrpbyria’.s love : slTe guessed not how 
flcr liarling one wish would be heard. 
And thus we sit together now, 

And all night long we have not stirred, 
And yet G<.)d has not said a word ! 

Rqbcrt Browning. 
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XXXIV 

- A FAREWET.L 

"i’lfFRF-: Jivect a sinfjer in I'rance of old 
Rv the lideless doloroiiiJ midland sea, 
lij ,i land of sand afid rnin and j^old 
'Fhere slione one woman, and none but she. 
AikI finding hfe for her love’s sake fail, 

Heine faiJi lo SLv her, he bade set sail, 
dVmched land, and saw her as life grevy cold, 

And praised (lOtl, seeing ; and so died he. 

Died, prai.sing Ced for his gift and grace : 

For she bowed down to him weeping, and said 
“ ] iive ; ” and her teases were shed on his face 
(Jr ever the life in his face tvas shed. 

'fhe sharp tears fell through her hair, and stung 
Once, and her close lips touched him and clung 
Once, and grew one with his lips for a space ; 
And so drew back, and the man w^as dead . 

0 brother, the gods were good to you. 

Sleep, and be glad whilr the world endures. 

Be well content as the years wear through ; 

Give thanks for life, and the loves an^ lures ; 
Give thanks for life, () brother, and death, 

For the sweet last sound of her feet, her breath, 
For gifts she gave you, gracious and few, 

Tears and kisses, that lady of yours. 

Rest, and he glad of the gods ; but I, 

How shall I pi;gise them, or how take rest ? ' 
There is not room under all the sky 
For me that know not of worst or best, » 
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Dream or desire of the days before, 

Sweet things or bitterness, any mor^. 

I .ovc wii! not come to me now though I die, 

As love came close to you, breast to breast. 

I shall never be friends again •^■ith roses ; 

1 shall loathe sweet tunes, where a note grown 

. strong 

Relents and recoils, and climbs and* closes, 

As a wave of the sea turned back by song. 
There are sounds where the soul’s delight takes 
fj.re,, • 

Face to face with its own tlesire : 

A tielight that rebels, a desire that reposes ; 

I shall hate sweet music ^ly whole life long. 

'Fhe pulsp of war and passion of wonder, 

TJie heavens that murmur, the sounds that shine, 
The stars that sing and the loves that thunder, 
'Fhe music burning at heart like wine. 

An armed archangel whose hands raise up 
All senses mixed in the^^pirit’s cup « 

Till flesh and spirit are molten in sunder — 
d'hese jhings are over, and no more mine. 

These were a part of the playing I heard 

Once, ere my love and my heart urere at strife ; 
Love that sings and hath wings as a bird, 

Bairn of the wound and heft of the knife, 
liairer than earth is the sea, and sleep 
Than overwatching of eyes that #veep, 

Now time has done with his one sweet word, 
1’hcAvine and leaven of lovely life. 
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T shall eo my ways, tread out my measure, ^ 
lull the days of iny daily breath 
With fugitive tilings not good to treasure, 

Do as the world doth, say as it saith ; 

But if we had hwed each other- — C) sweet, 

Had \ou lV.lt. h ing under the palms of your feet, 
I'iie lieart pf my heart, beating harder with 
pleasure ^ 

To feel ton tread it to dust and dcath--- 


Aii, hail i iioi taken my life up and given 
All that life gives and the. years let go, 

'i'he wine and honey, the balm and leaven. 

The dreams reared high ami the hopes brought 
low ? . ■ 

Come life, come death, not a word be said ; 
Should I lose you living, and you dead ? 

I never shall tell you on earth ; and in heaven, 

If I cry to you then, will you hear or know ? 

Algerjion Charles Swinburne. 


XXXV 


MARIANA 

" Mariana in the moated grange,” 

Hleastire for Measure, 

With blackest moss the flower-plots 
Were thioldy crusted, one and all ; 

The rusted nails fell from the knots 
That held the pear to the gable-wall. 
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The broken sheds look’d sad and strange : 

* Unlifted was the clinking latefh ; 

Weeded and worn the ancient thatch 
Upon the lonely moated grange. 

My life is dreary, 

He cometh not,” she said ; 

She said, " I am aweary, a\»eary, 

I would that I w'ere deail ! ” 

Her tears fell with the dews at even ; 

Her tears fell ere the dews Avere dried ; 

She could not look on the sweet heaven, 

Either, at morn or eventide. 

After the flitting of the bats, 

When tbiekest dark did trance the sky. 

She drew her casement-curtain by, * 

And glanced athwart the glooming flats. 

She only said, “ The night is dreary, 

He cometh not,” she said ; 

She said, “ I am aweary, aweary, 

I would that I were dead ! ” 

Upon the middle of^lhe night, * 

Waking she heard the night-fowl crow : 

The cgck ^iing out an hour ere light : 

From the dark fen <the oxen’s low 
C.’atiic to lier : without hope of change, 

In sleep she seem’d to walk forlorn, 

Till cold Avinds woke the gray-eyed morn 
About the lonely moated grange. ’ 

She only said, “ The day is dreary, 

He cometh not,” she suid ; 

She said, “ I am aweary, aAveary, 

I Avould that I AA'ere dead ! ” 
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About a stone-cast from the wali 
A sluidb with blacken’d waters slept^ 

And o’er it many, round and small, 

The cluster’d marish-mosses crept. 

Hard by a poit’ar shook alway, '' 

All silver-green with gnarled bark ; 

For kagues no other tree did mark 
The leveir waste, the rounding gray. 

She only said, “ My life is dreary. 

He cometh not,” she said ; 

She said, “ 1 am aweary, aweary, 

I would that I were dead. ! ” 

And ever when the moon w’as low% 

And the shrill tvinds were, up and away.; 
In the w'hite curtain, to and fro, 

She saw the gusty shadow^ sway. 

But when the moon was very low, 

And wild winds bound within their cell. 
The shadow of the poplar fell 
Upon her bed, across her brow'. 

» She only said, V The night is dreary. 
He cometh not,” she said ; 

She said, “ I am aw^eary, aweaiw, 

I would thaiji I were dead ! *•’ 

All day within the dreamy house, 

The doors upon their hinges creak’d ; 
The blue fly sung in the pane ; the mouse 
Behind the mouldering w'ainscot shriek’d. 
Or from the crevice peer’d about. 

Old face^ glimmer’d thro’ the doors, 

Old footsteps trod the upper floors. 

Old voices called her from without. 
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She only said, JMy life is dreary, 

« He cometh not,” she saii| ; 

She said, ” I am aweary, aweary, 

1 would that 1 were dead ! ” 

M'he sparrow’s chirrup c>n^:hc roof, 
d.'be slow clock ticking, arn,! the sound 
Which to the wooing wirul aloof"' 

Tht; po]-»lar made, did all coilfound 
I Icr sense ; hut must she loathed the hour 
When tlic thick-moted sunhcaru lay 
Atiuv;irt the chtwnhors, and the day 
W as sloping toward his western bov/cr. 

■flien, said she, ” J ani \'erv dreary, , 

He will, not come,” she said ; 

She wept, ” I am aweary, aweary, 

Oh God, tl'iat I. were dead 1 ” 

Alfred, Lord Tennyson. 


.X.l^iVi ■ 

^ REMEMBRANCE 

Co]..D in tlie earth, — and the deep snow piled 
above thee, 

bar, lar, remo\ed, cold in the dreary grave ! 
i lave .1 i'urgot, my ordy Love, to love thee, 

Severed at last by Time’s all-severing wave ? 

Xow, witen alone, do my thoughts no longer hover 
OvCT the mountains, on that northern shore, 
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'fhy nuhle henrt foi- ever, ever more ? 

Cold in the earth—und lilteen wild. Decembers, 
those browrjUjills, have melted into spring 
baitlthil, mdeed, is the spirit that remembers 
After such years of chunue and sufibring ! 

Sweet Love of voulh, forgive, if J forget thee, 
\MiiIe the w’orld’s title is bearing rne along ; 
Other liesircs and t>ther lu^pes lieset me, 

Dopes whii'h ohscure, hut cannot tio thee wrong 

No later light has lightened up mv heaven, 

Ko second morn has ever slione for me ; 

All my liftds bliss from thy dear life was given, 
All my life s bliss is iu the grave with thcc. 

But, whence days of golden dreams had perished 
'pu Despair was powerless to destroy j 
Then did I learn how existence could be cherished 
btrengthened and fed without the aid of joy. 

Then did I check the tears of useless p3,ssion — 
\Vcaned my young soul from yearnfng after thine 
btemly denied its burning wish to hasten 
Down to that tomb already more than mine. 

■^id, even yet, I dare not let it languish, 

Dare not indulge in memory’s rapturous pain ; 
Once drinking dgep of that divinest anguish, ‘ 
flow could I seek the emptv world amin ? 
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ROSE AYLMER 

f 

Ah, what avails the sceptred race ! 

Ah, what the form divine I ^ 

What every vi rtiie , every grac^ ! 

Rose Aylmer, ail were thine. 

Rose Aylmer, whom these w'akeful eyes 
May weep, bat never see, 

A niglit of memories and sighs 
I consecrate to the^‘. 

Walter Samge Landor. 


MODERN LOVE 

1n' our okT shi]^wrecked c|fiys there was an hour, 
M'hen in the firelight steadily aglow, 
joined slackly, we beheld the red chasm grow 
Among the clicking coals. Our library -bower 
That eve was left to us : and hushed we sat 
As lovers to whom Time is whispering. 

From sudden— opened doors ^v-e heard them 
'Sing : . 

Till! nodding elders mixed good wine with chat. 
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Weil knew we that Life's .greatest treasure lay 
Wifi) ns, and of it was our talk. Ah, 5 'es ^ 
I,ove dies ! said : I never tliougbt it less, 
She yearned tu me tltut sentence to unsay. 

'i’hen vdicn llic lire doimxl l>iaekeniiig, I found 
i ler eiivek was salf^ieainst my kis.s, ami swift 
1 'p tlie sharp scale of sobs her breast did lift-— 
Kow am 1 hliunicd by that taste ! that sound ! 

George Mardilh, 


.Mark where tl'.e pressing wind shrtots javeiin-like 
Its skeleton shadow on the broad-bucked tvavc ! 
Mere is a litting sjiot to dig Love’s grave ; 

Here where tlie ponderous breakers plunge and 
.strike, 

And dart their hissing tongues high up the sand : 

in hearing of the ocean, and in sight 

Of those ribbed wind-streaks running into white. 

If 1 the death of Love hatl deeply planned, 

I never could have made it half so sjire <■ 

As by the unblest kisses V^^^hich upbraid 
The full-waked sense ; or failing that, degrade ! 
*Tis morning : but no morning can restore 
What we have forfeited. I see no sin : 

The wrong is mixed. In tragic life, God wot, 

No villain need be ! Passions spin the plot : 

We are betrayed t)y what is false within. 

George Mercdiifh 
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We saw the swallows gathering in the sky, 

And in the osi^r-isle we heard them noise. 

\Vc had not to look back on suiiiner joys, 

Or forward to a summer of bright dye : 
but in the largeness of the evening earth 
Our spirits grew as vve went side bytfeide. 

‘!‘lie iwur became her husband and my bride. 

Love, tliat had r<jbbed us so, thus blessed our 
dearth ! * 

riic pilgrims of the year waxeil very loud 
b) (iuiluiuiliimus ehutterings, as the flood 
Indl in'own came from the \\<;st, and like pale blood 
Expaniled to the upper crimson cloud. 

Love, that had robbed us of immortal things, 

'rids little moment mercifully gave, 

And still I sec across the twilight wave 

'Fhe swan sail with her tmung beneath her wings. 

George Meredith. 

« . XLl 

'ruus piteously Love closed what he begat : 

'Lhc union of this ever-diverse pair ! 

'riicse two were rapitl falcons in a snare, 
Condemned to do the flitting of the bat. 

Lovers beneath the singing sky of May, 

'They vandered once ; clear as th<?dew on flowers ; 
but they fed not on the advancing hours : 

'Their hearts held cravings for the buried day. 




Then each applied to each that fatal knife, 

Deep questioning, which probes to endless llole 
Ah, what a efusty answer gets the soul 
Wlicn hot for certainties in this our life 1— 

In tragic hints here see what evermpre 
Moves dark as yonder midnight ocean’s force, 
d'iiunticring like ramping hosts of warrior horse 
To throw that faint thin line upon the shore ! 

George Meredith 


1 TOOK iny heart in my hand 
(O my love, O my love), 

I said : Let me fall or stand, 

Let me live or die, 

But this once hear me speak — 
(O my love, P my love) — 

Yet a woman’s words are weak ; 
You should speak, not I. 

■r 

You took my heart in your hand 
With a friendly smile, 

With a critical eye you scanned, 
Then set it down, 

And said : It is still unripe. 
Better w^ait aw^hile ; 

Wait while the skylarks pipe, 
Till the corn grows brown. ' 
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As you set it down it broke — 
Broke, but I did not wince ; 

I smiled at the speech you ^oke, 
At your judgment that I heard : 
But I have not often smiled 

Since then, nor qu<#ioried since, 
Nor cared for corn-fiowers w 
Nor sung with the singingdurd. 

1 take my iieart in my hand, 

(> my tJoil, O my God, 

Mv broken heart in my hand ; 

'rimu hast seen, judge Thou. 
j\Iy hope was written on sand, 

O my fiod, O my God : 

Now let "fhy judgment stand— - 
Yea, judge me now^ 

This contenmed of a man, 

This marred one heedless day, 
This heart take*Thou to scan • 
Both within and without : 
i^efine with fire its gold, 

Purge Thou ijs dross away — 
Yea. hold it in Thy hold, 

Wirence none can pluck it out. 

I lake my heart in my hand-— ; 

T shall not die, but live — 

Before Thy face i staiiu ; 
i, for Tliou cal lest such : 
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All that J have 1 bring, 

All that I am I give, 

SnSile Thou and I shall sing, 

But shall not question much. 

Christina JR-osscUi 


. . . XLin, 

TIlirLAS'r RIDE TOGETHER ' 

I SAiD~“Then, dearest, since ’tis so, 

Since now at length my fate I know, 

Since nothing all my love avails, 

Since all, my life seemed meant for, fails, 

Since this vvas written and needs must be-- 
’My whole heart rises up to bless 
Your name in pruie and thankfulness ! 

Take back the hope you gave, — i claim 
Only a memory of the same, 

— And this beside, if you will not blame, 

Your leave for one more last ride with me. 

My nustress bent that bfow of hers ; 

Those deep dark eyes where pride demurs 
When pity would be softeiting thrc^ugh; 

Fixed me a breathing-while or two 
With life or death in the balance : right ! 

The blood replenished me again ; 

My last thought was at least not vain : 

I and my mistress, side by side 
Shall be together, breathe and ride, 

So, one day more am 1 deified. 

Who knows but the world may end to-nigli,t ? 


% 
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Hush ! if you saw some w^estern cloud 
All bMlowy-bosomed, over-bowed 
by many benedictions — sun’s 
And moon’s and evening-star’s at once — 
And so, yoii, looking and loving best, 
Conscious grew, your passion Hrew 
Cloud, sunset, moonrise, star -shine too, 
Down on you, near and yet more neaJ, 

'Fill llesh must fade for heaven was^hcrc ! - 
'Fhus leant she and lingered—joy and fear ! 
dduis lay she a moment on my breast. 


'Fhcn we began to ride. Aly soul 
Smoothed itself out, a long-cramped scroll 
Freshening and fluttering in the wind. 

Fast liopes already lay behind. 

What need to strive wdth a life aw'ry ? 
Mad I said that, had I done this, 

So might I gain, so might I miss. 

Might she have loved me ? just as well 
She might have hated, wdio can tell ! 
Where had I been now if the worst befell T 


And here we are riding, she and I. 


Fail I alone, in w^ords and deeds ? 

Why, all men strive and avho succeeds ? 
We rode ; it seemed my spirit flew, 

Saw other regions, cities new, 

As the world rushed by on ei|her side. 
1 thought, --All labour, yet no less 
B»ir irp: beneath their unsuccess. 
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Look at the end of work, contrast 
The petty done, the undone vast, 

This present theirs with the hopeful past, 

I hoped she would love me ; here wc ride. 

^Vhat hand and brCin w’-ent ever paired r 
What heart alike conceived and dared ? 

What act pit>ved all its thought had been ? 
What will buto-felt the fleshly screen ? 

We ride and 1 see her bosom heave. 
There’s many a crown for who can reach. 
Ten lines, a statesman’s lifq in each ! 

The flag stuck on a heap of bones, 

A soldier’s doing ! what atones ? 

They scratch his name,on the Abbey-stones, 
My riding is better, by their leave. 

What does it all mean, poet ? Well, 

Your brains beat into rhythm, you tell 
What we felt only ; you expressed 
You hold things beautiful the best. 

And pace them in rhyme so, side by side. 
’Tis scunething, nay ’tis ifiuch : but then, 
Have you yourself what’s best for men ? 

Are you— poor, sick, old ere your tkne-''- 
Nearer one whit your oA^n sublime 
Than we who never have turned a rhyme ? 
Sing, riding’s a joy ! For me, I ride. 

And you, great sculptor — so, you gave 
A score of years to Art, her slave, 

And that’s your Venus, whence we turn 
To yonder girl that fords the burn ! 


I 
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You acquiesce, and shall 1 repine ? 

What,^an of music, you grown grey^ 

With notes and nothing else to say, ' 

Is this your sole praise from ^ friend, 

“ Greatly his ypera strains intend, 

But in music know how faslioris end ! 

I gave my youth ; but we ride, m fine. 

Who knows what’s fit for us ? llai^faie 
Proposed bliss here should sublimate 
My being— had I signed the bond— 

Still one must lead some life beyond, 

Have a bliss to die with, dim-descned. 

This foot once planted on the goal, 

'I'his glory*garland round my soul, 

Could I descry such ? Try and test I 
I sink back shuddering from the quest. ^ 

Earth being so good, would heaven seem best r 
Now, heaven and she are beyond this ride. 

And yet—she has not spoke so long ! 

What if heaven be that, fair and strong ^ 

At life’s best, with our eyes upturned 
■Whither life’s flower is first discerned, 

We, fix?d s(f, ever should so abide ? 

What if wc still ride on, we two 
With life for ever old yet new, 

Changed not in kind but in degree, 

The instant made eternity,- — 

And heaven just prove that 1 and she 
•Ride, ride together, for ever ri^e ? 

Robert Brownhi^. 
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XLIV 

CHILD’S SONG 

What*5s gold worth, say, 

Worth for work or play, 
tWorth to keep or pay, 

H'de or throw away, 

Hope about or fear ? 

What is love worth, pray ? 

Worth a tear ? 

Golden ou the mould 
Lie the cle;fJ leaves roll’d 
Of the wet woods old, 

Vellow leaves and cold, 

Woods without a dove ; 

Gold is worth but gold ; 

Love’s worth love. 

Algernon Charles Szoinhurne. 
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meeting'at night 

The grey sea and the long black land ; 
And the yellow half-moon large and lotv 
And the startled little waves that leap 
In fiery rin^ets from their sleep, 

As I gain the cove with pushing prow, 
And quench its speed i’ the slushy sa^id. 
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I'hen a mile of warm sea-scented beach ; 
llvee fields to cross till a farm appears ; 

A tap at the pane, the quick sharp scratch 

And blue spurt of a lighted match, 

And a voice less loud, thro’ its joys and feats, 

Than the two hearts beatinf each to each ! 

Robert Browning. 

0 

• ■ ■ ■ 

XLVI 

PARTING AT AIORNING 

• 

Round the cape of a sudden came the sea. 

And the sun looked over the mountain’s rim : 

And straight was a path*of gold for him. 

And the need of a world of men for me. 

Robert Browning. 

i 

XLVII 

A GRflETING . 

But once or twice we met, touched hands. 

To-cfay Ifetween us both expands 
A \vaste of tumbling waters wide, — 

A waste by me as yet untried, 

^iigue with the doubt of unknown lands. 

Time like a despot speeds his sands : 

« A year he blots, a day he brands ; 

\Ve walked, we talked by *riiamis’ side 
, , But once or twice. : > 
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What makes a frieiui ? What filmy strands 
Are these that turn to iron bands ? ^ 

What ?cnot is this so firmly tied 
That naught but late can now divide ?~ 
Ah, these arc things one unders^tands 
But onlje or twice. 

Austin Dobson. 




XLVIII 

LOVE AMONG THE RUINS 

WiiiiRE the quict-colourcd end of evening smiles, 
Miles and miles 

On the solitary pastures where our sheep 
Half-asleep 

Tinkle homeward thro’ the twilight, stray or stop 
As they crop- — 

Was the site once of a city great and gay, 

(So they say) 

Of ouf country’s very cap^ital, its prince 
Ages since 

Held his court in, gathered councilsir wielding far 
Peace or war. ^ 



Now, — the country does not even boast a tree. 
As you see, 

To distinguish slopes of verdure, certain rills 
From the hills 


Intersect and give a name to (else they run 
Into one) « 
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Where the domed and daring palace shot its spires 
, ® Up like fires « 

O’er the hundred-gated circuit of a wall 
Bounding all, 

Made of rnanble, men might ,>march on nor be 
d'welve abreast. ^ 

ft 

And such plenty and perfection, see, of grass 
Never was ! 

Sucii a carpet as, this sj^immer-time, o’erspreads 
And embeds 

Every vestige of the city, guessed alone, 

Stock or stone — . 

Where a multitude of men breathed joy and woe 
Long ago ; 

laist of ghu'y pricked their hearts up, dread of 
shame 

Struck them tame ; 

And that glor\' and that shame alike, the gold 
iiought and sold. ^ 

Now, — th^ single little turret that remains 
On the plains, • 

By the caper overrooted, by the gourd 
Overscored, 

'IVlu'le the patching houseleek’s head of blossom 
winks 

' , 'Flirmigh the chinks — 

Marks the basement whence a tower in ancient 
# :■ time ■ 

* * Sprang sublime, 
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And a burning ring, all round, the chariots traced 
As they raced, 

And the monarch and his minions and his dames 
Viewed the games. 


And I know, while thus the quiet-coloured eve 
Sihiles to leave 

To tlieir f.jlding, all our many-tinkling fleece 
In such peace, 

Arui the slopes and rills in undistinguished grey 
A lelt a-way — 

ddiat a girl with eager eyes and yellow hair 
Waits me there 

In the turret whence the charioteers caught soul 
For the goal, 

When the king looked, where she looks now, 
breathless, dumb . 

Till I come. 


But he looked upon the city, every side, 
r Far and wide, f 

All the mountains topped with temples, all the 
glades’ II 

Colonnades, " 

All the causeys, bridges, aqueducts, — and then, 

All the men ! 

When I do come, she will speak not, she will stand, 
Either hand 

On my shoulder, give her eyes the first embrace 
Of my face, 

Ere we rush, ere we extinguish sight and speech 
Each on each. 
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In one year they sent a million fighters forth 
% South and North, 

And they built their gods a brazen pillar high 
As the sky, * 

Yet reserved a, thousand chariots in full force — 
Cold, of course. / 

?»! heart ! oh blood that freezes, blood that burns ! 
Earth’s returns 

iutr u'biole centuries of folly, noise ami sin ! 

Shut them in, 

A'ith. their triumphs and their glories and the rest ! 
f.ove is l<est. ■* 

Robert Ih rnenin;^. 


XLIX 

'.rO IMARGUERITE 

Yes ! in the sea of life enisled, 

With echoing straits ^etween us thrown^ 
Dotting the shoreless watery wild, 

We mortal millions live alone. 

'The is*ancl% feel the enclasping flow. 

And then their endless bounds they knotv. 

ihu: tvhen the moon their holloWxS lights, 
And they are swept by bairns of spring, 
And in tlieir glens, on starry nights, 

* ’fhe nightingales divinely sing ; 

And lovely notes, from shore to shore, 
»\c'ross the sounds anti channels pour"~ 

■ ■ »■' ■■ 


« 
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Oh ' then a lons^incj like despair 
Is to their farthest; caverns sent ; 

For surely once, they ieel, \ve were 
Parts of a single continent ! _ 

Nviow round us spreads the watery plain- 
Oh might oif" marges meet again . 

W'ho -order’d, that their longing’s fire ^ 
Should he, as soon as kindled cool d t 
Wlio renders vain their deep desire t 
(lod, a God their severance ruled I 
•\nd batie betwixt their shores to be 
'I’he unplumb’d, salt, estranging sea. 

Matihezo Arnold, 


All the night sleep came not upon my e^feiitls, 
Shed not dew, nor shook nor iniciosed a feather, 
Aet with lips shut close'and with eyes of iron 
Stood and beheld me. 

Then to me so lying awake a vision 
Came without sleep over the seas and touched me, 
minp pvelids and lips ; ana i too 


I 
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Feet, the straining plumes of the doves that drew 

■■ '■ ; ■' ■■ ■ 

Looking always, looking with necks reverted, 

Back to Lesbos, back to the hills whereunder 
■ Shone '"Mitylene'';' ^ 

9 ■ 

Heard the flying feet of the Loves bebfnd her 
Make a sudden thunder upon the waiters, 

As the thunder Bung from the strong unclosing 
Wings of a great wind. 

• 

So tlie goddess fled from her place, with awdul 
Sound of feet and thunder of wings around her ; 
While behind a clamour of^singing women 
Severed the twilight. 

Ah the singing, ah the delight, the passion ! 

All the Loves wept, listening ; sick tvith anguish, 
Stood the crowned nine Muses about Apollo ; 
Fear was upon them , 

While the tenth sang wonderful things they knew 
not. * • ^ 

Ah the tenth, the Lesbian ! the nine W'ere silent, 
None endured the sound of her song for V'eeping 
Laurel by laurel, 

iu^tled all their crowns ; but about her forehead, 
Ho?jnd her woven tresses and ashen temples 
White as dead snow, paler than grass in summer, 

* “ Ravaged with kisses, 


« 
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e a lisht of fire as a crown for ever, 
almost i-he implacable Aphrodite 
ed, and almost wept ; suclui song was thatsong 
Yea, by her name too 


T saving, “ Turn to inc, my happho ; 
tufined iicr face from the Loves, she s-.nv 

1 - laughter darken immortal eyelids, 

1-leard not about her 

itlul wings ol the doves departing, 

how the bosom of Aphrodite 

iili weening, saw not her sliaken raiment, 


Saw the Lesbians kissing across their smitten 
Lutes with lips more sweet than the sound ot 
lute-strings, , , , , 

Mouth to mouth and hand upon hand, her chosen, 

„ Fairer than ail mori ; 


Only saw the beautiful lips and fingers, 

Full of songs and kisses' and little whispers, 
Full of music ; only beheld among them 
Soar, as a bird soars 

Newly fledged, her visible song, a marv^el, 
Made of perfect sound and exceeding passion, 
Sweetly shapen, terrible, full of thunders, 
Clothed with the wind’s wings.' 


■ 
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'Fhen rejoiced she, laughing with love, and 
sc:«ttered 

Ruses, awful roses of holy blossom ; ® 

'fhen the lx)vcs thronged sadly with hidden faces 
Roun^ Aplirodite, 

'fhen the Muses, stricken at heart, were^silent ; 
\Va, the gr>ds waxed jaalc ; such a song was that 
song. 

All reluctant, all with a fresh repulsion, 

Fled from before her. 


All withdrew long since, and the land was barren, 
Full of fruitless woineii and iuusic only, 

Now perchance, when winds are assuaged at sunset, 
Lulled at the dewfall, 

By the grey sea-side, unassuaged, unheard of, 
Unbeloved, unseen in the ebb of twilight, 

Ghosts of outcast women return lamenting, 

Purged not in Lfthe, • 

Clothed ab^jut •wuth flame and with tears, and 
singing 

Stmgs that move tlie heart of the shaken heaven, 
Sunga that break the heart of the earth with pity, 
Hearing, to hear them. 

ALernon Charles Smnburne. 
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'i'lIE PRISONER 

Stiu- 5 l<-:t I'i^y tvf'tits know, I am not doomed to 

'\'car^arter\ear in gloom, and desolate despair ; 

A mcsscriger''of Hope comes every night to me, 

And <)lTers for sliort life, eternal liberty. 

He comes with western' winds, with evening’s 
wandering airs, 

With that clear dusk of heaven that brings the 
thickest stars. ' 

Winds take a pensive tone, and stars a tender tire, 

And visions rise, and change, that kill me with 
desire. 

Desire for nothing known in ray maturer years, 

When joy grew mad with awe, at counting future 

When, if my spirit’s sky was full oi flashes tvarm, 

I knew not whence they came^, from sun or 
thunderstorm. 

But, first, a hush of peace— a soundless calm 
descends i 

The struggle 'of distress and fierce impatience 

Mute music « soothes my breast— unuttered 
harmony 

That I could never dream, till Earth was tOSt to me. 








* 
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Then dawns the Invisible ; the Unseen its truth 
reteals, „ 

My outward sense is gone, my inward essence 
feels ; 

Its wings are almost free— its Ijome, its harbour 
Ibund, » 

Measuring the gtdph, it stoops and dares the final 
, ■ ■ 'Ixmnd. 

Oh ! dreadful is the check — intense the agony— 
Wlien tlic ear liegins to hear, and the eye begins 
, ■ tO'See ; ■ ■ , , 

When the pulse l>egins to throb, the brain, to think 
again; 

’i'hc soul to feel die fiesh, ai^d the flesh to feel the 
chain. 

Yet w'oukl 1 lose no sting, would wish no torture 
less ; 

TTie more that anguish racks, the earlier it will 
: bless ; 

And robed in fires of hell, or bright with heavenly 
shine, » _ * 

If it but herald Death, the vision is divine. 

« 9 Emily Bronte. 

■■ #■■■ ^ . ■■ ■■**. ■ ■■ 

. ■ ■ . LIT." 

MY GARDEN 

A gar»i;n is a lovesome thing, God tvot ! 
Rti.se plot, « 

I'ringcd pt.)ol, 
i^'eriiud grot — 




i 


H6 Tilt' (lohhn Tmtsury 

'riu* \(-i'iesl sclioul 

0 \' j^eacc ; and \i.-t ihe fool '' 

Contends that <jod is nol- -- 
Noi Cod ! in wardens ! whtni the eve is cool 
Nay, ]»ii) I !j;ive a sitfri ; 

'Tis vet}' sui'' t Old walks in mine, 

, , 


Thomas Eckoard Bron":}!.. 


i.IU 


llOMK M'llOLdjil'rS, FROM ABROAD 

Oij, U) he in Fn,tfi:ind.- 
Now that Ajn-il’s there, 

And whoever wakes in England 
Sees, some nn^rning, unaware, 

That the lowest boughs and the brushwood sheaf 
Round the elm-tree bole are hi tiny leaf, 

While the chaffinch sings on the orchard bough 
In Ei^land — now ! 

And after April, when May follou'^, 

And tlie whitethroat bffilds, and all the swallmvs ! 
Hark, wliere my blossomed pear-tree in the hedge 
Leans to the field and scatters on the clover 
Blossoms and dewdrops — at the bent spray’s 
edge - 

1 hat’s the wise thrush ; he sings each song twice 
over, * 

Lest you should think he nether c<juld recapture 
The first fine careless rapture ! ' 
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.\tTiii thou.Lrh the tkdcis look rough \\ith lioary dew 
All wiU he ^ny when n«iontide wakes anew 
'ilie I•<u1le!vup.s, the little children’s tiower- - 
Far lirighter tiuni this gatidy nielon-ilower. 

. Rohvrl Hruvcnim. 

j;rv ■ ■ 

11.IK imVKXGE * 

A OF Tijr- Flfs/i' 

. ' ' ' e> 

[ 

.u kinrcs in tiu* A;'.- inn-’: .^ir fdchard ^ jrenville lav, 
Aoo .I ]>i!in:K'e, like a dullf'r’d l)ird. canic flyiim 
iruni htr awav : 

“ S|;.,ini5d) ‘ilnps ot y ar ai sea ! we have sighted 
lifty-tlnvc ! ” 

'iTao! sw'.ire l.on.l Thomas Howard : “ ’I'ore God 
I arn la,? cnw.ird ; 

.But I cantiot meet them here, for rny sltips are 
rail of gear, » ' ^ 

And the half my men are sick. I must llv, but 
foltow^ijuiek. 

\\ e are s!.\ ships oi tlie line ; can tve fight with 

li.ilV“iliree r 


ihen spake Sir Richard Gren\'ille ; “ I know' you 
« are nrt coward ; 

You liy them for a. moment to fight w'ith them 
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i?ut I’ve iiiiKity nii-iii un-J more that are lyiiiu sick 
' ashore. . ■ . " 

[ .shoulJ eoirit myself the coward if I left theiu, 
mv i.ord Howard, 

d'o these inquisitirm tlot's aitd the devildoms of 
S|:>ain.'” 


So r.ord iloVc^ird past away with five ships of war 
that day, 

Till la." isH'lied like a cloud in the silent summer 
iKntNeii ; 

Hut Sir Richard bore in hand all his .sick men 
frfini the land 
Very carefidly and s!o>v, 

Men of Rideford in Devon, 

And we laid them on the ballast clown below ; 

For we broujrht them all aboard, 

And they blest him in their pain that they were 
not left to Spain, 

To the thumbscrew and the stake, for the glory of 
the Lord. 


He had only a hundred seamen topwofk the ship 
and to fight, ** 

And he sailed away from Flores till the Spaniard 
came in sight, 

With his huge sea-castles heaving upon the 
weather bow. 

“ Shall we fight ^or shall we fly ? 

Good Sir Richard, tell us now, 

For to fight is but to die ! „ ^ 
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ThcR-'ll Ise little of us left by the time this sun be 

And Sir Richard said again : “ We»be all good 
Englishmen.,' 

Let us bang these dogs of Seville, the children of 
' ' ..the devil, ■ 

hnr I never turn’d my back upon Don or devil 
yet.”'. 

5 

Sir Richard spoke and he laugh’d, and we roai’d 
a hurrah, and so • 

'I'he little AVt’engc ran on slieer into the heart of 
the fV)e, 

Widt lier luindred fighters deck, and her ninety 
sick below ; 

For half of their fleet to the right and half to the 
left were seen, 

.And the little Revenge ran on thro’ the long sea- 
lane between. 


Thousands of their soldiers look’d down from 
their Seek# and laugh’d, 

Thou.sands of their searrien made mock at the 
mad little craft 

Running on and on, till delay’d 

By their mountain-like San Philip that, of fifteen 
hundred tons, 

Add up-shadowing high above us with her yawning 
liens of guns, * 

'Focjt the breath from our sails, and we stay’d. 




Ajid while isow the great San Philip hung above 
u> iilu; a elnud 

Whence ihc thiin^erbolt will fall ' 
i.ujL'r aud hajd. * 
l''oaru'alic^'3)‘^.(irowaway 
h’roij'i du- fleet that dayf 
/tiid t’ui-. iijsr-.ii the larboard and two upon the 
siiirljoard lat' 


And the Inutlc-iimnder broke from them all. 


I3ur anon the great \San Philip, sire bethought 
herself and went 

Having that within her womb that had left her 
ill content ; ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ 

And the rest they came aboard us, and they fought 
us hand to hand. 

For a dozen times they came with their pikes and 
imiscpieteers, 

And a dozen times we sliook ’em off as a dog that 
shakes bis ears „ " 

When he leaps from tlie' water to the land. 


And the sun went down, and the stars came out 
far over the^ summer sea, 

But never a moment ceased the light of the one 
and the liftv-three. r r 




The Giilt^en Ticanir\ 
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Shij) after sliip, the whole night long, their high- 
iiMilt galleons came. 

Ship after ship, the whole night hAig, with her 
haitle-thunder and flame ; 

-Siiiji after shi4>, the whole night long, drew back 
with her dead and her sht^e. 
ho!" some were sunk and many were shatter’d, and 
so could fight us no rnore— * 

(iod of hat ties, was e\?er a battle like this in the 
world before ? 


For he said ‘‘ Idglit on ! fight on ! ” 

'J 'ho* his vt.ssel was all but a wTCck ; 

And it ehartced that, wlicn half of the short 
summer night was gone, 

Witlv a grisly wound to be drest he had left the 
deck, 

But a bullet struck him that was dressing it 
suddenly dead, 

Anti himself lie was wounded again in the side and 
the head, 

And he said Fight on f fight on !” * 


And the night went down, and the sun smiled out 
far over the summer sea, 

And the Spanish fleet with broken sides lay round 
us all in a ring ; 

Hfit they dared not touch us aga^, for they fear’d 
that we still could stiitg, 

St) iJiev-w’atchki what the end would be. 


I'hc OoMcn Treasury 


And we Inid not iVumht, them in vain, 
hut in perihms plij^iit were we, * 

Seeing iorty’nf onr jxKir liundred tvere slain, 

Anti halt' mI' tl^f rt-s;t of' us maim’d for life 
!n tile crash of tJi|i cannonades and- the desperate 
strife ; r 

Auvl the sick men down in the hold were most of 
ilK'ni Stark and cold, 

Aiul the pikefi were all broken or bent, and the 
|!ot',der was all of it spent ; 

Anti the masts and the rigging were lying over 
the side ; ‘‘ 

Hut Sir llichard cried in his English pride, 

“We have fought such a fight for a day and a 
niglrt 

As may never be fought again ! ■ 

We have won great glory, my men ! 

And a day less or more 
At sea or ashore, V 
We die-^does it matter when ? 

Sink me the ship, Master Gunner— sink her, 
sp^Iit her in twain ! ^ 

Fall into the hands of God, not into the hands of 
Spain. 1 

12 

And the gunner said, “ Ay, ay,” but the seamen 
made reply : 

“ We have children, we have wives, 

And the Lord hath spared our lives. 

We vdll make the Spaniard promise, if we yield, 
to let us go ; ‘ ♦ 
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We i<hali live to fight again and to strike another 
IVv.” 

And the lion there.lay dying, and thfty yielded to 

/the foe. 


And the stately Spanish meif to their flagship 
bore hini then, 

Where they laid him by the mast, oU Sir Richard 
caught at last, , 

And praised 1dm to his face with their 

fomtly foreign gra^e ; 

Hut lie rose ujion their decks, and he cried : 

1 have fought for Queen and Faith like a valiant 
man and true j , 

1 have only done my duty as a man is bound to do : 

Witii a joyful spirit I Sir Richard Grenville die ! ” 

And he fell upon their decks, and he died. 


And they stared at the dead that had been so 
valiant and true, * * 

And had holden the power and glory of Spain 
so chc?5p • 

'D iat he dared her with ‘one little ship and his 
English few ; 

Was he tlevil or man r He was devil for aught 
they knew, 

but they sank his body with honour down into 
* tiic deep, 

Ami they mannVI the /\Ve;<?n!gc \vith a swarthier 
^jliei-wcrew. 



\iid away she sailM with her less ami lonqVi fur 
her own ; ■' 

a wind from the lands they had ruin’d 
awoke from sleep, 

And the water bej^an to heave and f;he weather to 
moan, 

And or ever that evetiing ended a great gale blew, 
a \\a\e like the wave that is raised by an 
esirt'liquake grew, 

Till it smote (»n their hulls and their sails ami 
their masts and their ilags, 

And the whole sea plunged and fell on tlie shot- 
sluUter’d navy of Spain, 

And the little Revenue liersclf went down by llic 
islami crags «• 

To be lost evermore in the ntain. 

Alfred, Lord I'ennyson. 


DARK ROSALEEN 


O MY Dark Rosaleen, ' 

•weep ! 
ocean green^ 
deep. 

royal Pope, 
2an green ; 

Spanish ale shall give you hope, 
My Dark Rosaleen ! 

My own Rosaleen ! 
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Shall triad yrnir heart, shall give you hope, 
Skill give you health, and help, and hope, 
My^Dark Hr^aleen ! ■ " * 

{ )ver hills^ and thro’ dales, 

Ihn’e I roam’d for your tfike ; 

Ail yesterday 1 sail’d with fails: 

: : On river and on lake.'; ’* 

'rhe -Erne, at its higliest flood, , 

I da-sli’d across unseen. 

For tliere was liglitning in iny blood, 

My Dark Rosaleen ! 

My own Rosaleen ! 

O, there was lightning in uiy blood, 

Red lightning lighten’d thro’ my blood, 
My Dark. RovSaleen !* 

-All day long, in unrest, 

To and fro do I move. 

The very sonl tvithin rny breast 
is wasted for you, love ! 

The heart in my bosom faints 

To think of you, ifiy Queen, , 

hly life of life, my saint of saints, 

Aly, Dark Rosaleen ! 

My own Rossaieen i 

I'o licar \’our sweet and sad complaints, 
Mv life, my love, mv saint of saints, 

My Dark Rosaleen ! 

Woe and pain, pain and woe, 

Are my lot, night and noon, 

'I’o see your bright face clouded so, 

« I.-ike to the mournful moon. ^ 
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But yet will I rear yrnir throne 
Again in golden sheen ; 

’'I'is y’'o& shall reign, siialhreign alone, 
My Dark Rosaleen ! 

My own Rosaleen ! 

’1'is yon shall have the golden throne, 
^'i'is you shall reign, and reign alone. 

My* Dark Rosaleen ! 

f )vcr dews, over sands, 

Will 1 fly, for your weal : 

’^’our holy delicate wliite hands 
Shall girdle me witli steel. 

At home, in your emerald 1 towers, 

I'rom morning’s dawn till e’en. 

You’ll pray for me, rny flower of flowers. 
My Dark Rosaleen 1 
My fond Rosaleen ! 

You’ll think of me thro’ daylight hours, 
Aly virgin flower, my flower of flowers. 
My Dark Rosaleen ! 

I could scale the blue air, 

I could plough the high hills, 

O, I could kneel all night in prayer, 

I’o heal your many ills ! 

And one beamy smile from you 
Would float like light between 
My toils and me, my own, my true, 

My Dark Rosaleen ! 

My fond Rosaleen ! 

Would give>me life and soul anew% 

A second life, a soul anew, 

My Dark Rosaleen ! 
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C), the Enie shall run red, ^ 

With reduiulanoc of blood, ^ 

'i‘ho earth shalf rt)ck beneath our tread, 

And llarnes wrap hill and wood, 

And cruH-peal ami slogan-c%’ 

Wake many a idcn serent, 

I'ire y<}u shall fade, ere you shall di#, 

My Dark Rosaieen 1 

.My own Rns.deen ! * 

’riie judyeniein I lour tnust first be nigh, 
lire von cati fade, ere voti can die, 

My I.Jark Rosaletn ! 

James Clarence Mangan. 


LVI 

I’lIE EAGLE 

He clasps the crag \fith crooked handsel 
Close to the sun in lonely lands, 

Ring’d wiilt the axure world, he stands. 

'fhe wrinkled sea beneath him crawls ; 

He watches from his mountain tvalls, 

Anil like a tbnnderbolt he falls. 

Alfred^ Lord Tennyson. 


m 
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Lvn 

"si’ALMF.R EVENING 



'rnj.; fro-i baii' ibarfu! jinnp.s ax'nsws Mic paih, 

Ai!>. 1 little iii'f’.isc t^'iat leaves its hole at eve 
Nimbies ^vith tintid vlrea<,l beneath the swath ; 
'\iv rustling steps awhile their jo.\s deeeive, 

'I’ill pass, -liird then the cricket sin^s niore sfroii' 
And ei'asshop[)crs ni iiit.'rry moods still wear 
I’he slairt nipht va-ary with their ^re^lins^ soivj. 
E'p iVons behiiid the molehill jumps the hare. 
Cheat o! his chosen bed, and i'nmi the bank 
The vtllowhainmer lliittcrs iji short fears 
From oiT its nest, hid :n the grasses rank, 

And drops again when no more noise it hears. 
Thus nature’s human link and endless thrall, 
Proud man, still seems the enemy of all. 

John Clare. 


LViffl ' 

THE HI£ART AND NATURE 

The lake is calm ; an'd, calm, the skies 
In yonder cloudless sunset glow, 

Where, o’er the woodland, homeward flies 
The solitary crow ; 

No moan the cushat makes to heave 
A leaflet rcnind her windless nest ; 

The air is silent in the eve ; 

The w'Drlcfs at rest. 




4 


of ^Indent Lyrics 99 

Ail bright Itelow ; all pure above ; 

>^) sense of pain, no sign of wrong ; 

Save in thy heart* of hopeless love,* 

Ps)or (.’hild of Song ! 

Wliy innst the soul through Nature rove, 

At variance witli lier genei^al plan ? 

A. stranger to the Power, whose love* 

Soothes all save Alan ? * 

^Vlry lack the strength of meaner creatures ? 

'The wanfit'ring sheep, the grazing kine, 

Arc surer of their siniple natures 
'Fhan 1 of mine. 

For all their wants the poorest larul 

Affords supply ; tiicy browse and Itreed ; 

1 scarce divine, and ne’er hat'e found, 

What rsiost 1 nccai, 

O God, that in this hinnan heart 
Hast made belief so hard to grow, 

And set the doubt, th« patig, the smart * 

In all we know — 

■ ■ ^ ■ 

Why hast tlfou, loo, in^solemn jest 

At this tormented Thinking-power, 
inscribed, in flame on yonder West, 

In hues on every flower. 

Through all the vast unthinking sphere 
* Df mere material Force witlput, 

Rebuke so vehement and severe 
»To?the least doubt ? 
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Knd robed the world, and hung the night, 
With silent, stern, and solemn forms ; ^ 
And strowri with sounds of awe, and migh 
The seas and storms;— 


All lacking ponCr to impart 
To man the secret he assails, 

Blit arm'^d to crush him, if his heart 
Once doulits or fails ! 

To make him feel the same forlorn 
Despair, the Fiend haith felt ere now, 

In gazing at the stern sweet scorn 
On Alichael’s brow ? 

Edward Robert, first Earl of Lytton, 


TEARS, IDLE TEARS 

Tears,'' idle tears, I know hot what they mean, 
Tears from the depth of some divine despair 
Rise in the heart, and gather to the'-eyes, 

In looking on the happy^Autumn-lields, 

And thinking of the days that are no more. 

Fresh as the first beam glittering on a sail, 
That brings our friends up from the underw'orld, 
Sad as the last w^ich reddens over one 
That sinks with all we love below the verge ; 

So sad, so fresh, the days that are no more. ^ 
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Ah, sad and strange as in dark summer dawns 
The e;?rliest pipe of Indf-awaken’d birds 
Tt) dying ears, whdi txnto dying eyes* 

'The easement slowly grows a glimmering sc|uare ; 
•So sad, so stn-sige, the days tha|j^are no more. 

Hear as remember’d kisses after deatj^i, 

And sweet as thcjse In’ hopeless fancy feign’d* 
f )n lips tliat are for others ; dec]) arflove, 

Deeji as first love, and wild with ail I'egrct ; 
t) Death its Idfe, the days that arc no more. 

* Alfnd, Lord I'awyson. 


.. LX ■ 

say the Idon and the Idzard keep 
'fhe Courts wliere Jamshyd gloried anti drank 
deep. 

And Bahrain, that great: Hunter — the Wild Ass 
Stumps o’er his Head, atd he lies fast asleep. 

I sometinj^es tliink that never blows so red 
The Rose as \¥here some buried Caesar bled ; 

'Fhat every I {j acinth the Garden wears 
J’)ropt in its Lap from some once lovely Head. 

And this delightful llerb whose tender Green 
Fledges the River’s Lip on which we lean — 

*Ah, lean upon it lightly I for who kncAVS 
From what once lovely Lip it springs unseen ? 

^ ' Eduard FitsCrerald. 
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DREAM LAND 


^VI^ERl^ suTiless rivers weep 
'Pfieir waves into the deep, 
She sjeeps a charmed sleep 
Awake her not. 

T.ed l)y a single star, 

She came from very far 
I'o seek where shadow's are 
ller pleasant lot. 


She left the rosy morn, 

She left the holds of corn, 

For twilight cold and lorn 
And water springs. 

Through sleep, as through a veil, 
She sees the sky look pale. 

And hears the nightingale 
That sadly sings. 


Rest, rest, a perfect rest 
Shed over brow and breast ; 
Her face is toward the w'cst, 
The purple land. 

She cannot see the grain 
Ripening on hill and plain ; 
She cannot feel the rain 
Upon her hand. 
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Rest, rest, for evermore 
* Upon a mossy shore ; 

Rest, rest #t the heart’s core» 

Till time shall cease : 

Sleeg that no pain shall wake ; 

Night that no morn sI'All break 
Till joy shall overtak(f 

Her perfect peace. * 

Chrisittna Rossetti. 


LXII 

MAY AND DEATO 

I WISH that when you tiied last May, 
Charles, there had died along with you 
Three parts of spring’s delightful things ; 
Ay, and, for me, the fourth part too, 

A foolish th<3ught, and worse, perhaps ! 

lliere must be many a pair of friends 
Who, arm in arm, d^erve the warm 
Moon-births and the long evening-encls. 

So, for the*r sake, be May stiU May ! 

Let their new time,*as mine of old, 

Do all it did for me : I bid 
Sweet sights and sounds throng manifold. 

Only, one little sight, one plant, 

• Woods have in May, that starts up green 
Save a sole streak which, so t 5 speak, 

^ Is spring's blood, spilt its leaves between. 
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; 'iliat, they might spare ; a certain wood 

' Might miss the plant ; their loss were smali : 

; But l', --)\ licnc’cr the leaf grows there, " 

, Its dn»p comes from my heart, that’s all. 

li Roberl Brozonim, 

■j; r O . 


I.Xlil 

Break, In-eak, break, 

,| On tiiy c(.>ld gray stones, O Sea ! 

J And 1 would tlnit inyhongue could utter 

" 'file thoughts that arise in me. 

O well for the iisherrnan’s boy, 

'That he ahouls with his sister at play 1 
O well for the sailor lad, 

'I'hat he sings in his boat on the bay ! 

And the stately ships go on 
To their haven under the hill ; 

But C> for the touch '’of a vanish’d hand, 
And the sound of a voice that is still 1 

Break, break, break; 

At the foot of thy crags, O Sea I : 
But the tender grace of a day that is dead 
Will never come back to me. 

Alfred, Lord Tennyson. 




LM-PARTURE 


f'r was nut like your great and gracious ways, 

Du you, that have nought othei‘%> lament. 

Never, my Love, rejient * 

< M' how, (hat j\ily afternoon, * 

Ytiu went. « 

^^■i^h Kiuioen, iinintelligiltle phrase, 

Anh frightenk! ttye, 

Lpun y«.>ur joiirney of fj(i many days, 

U'ifhotit a ahiule kiss, or ij good-hyc ? 

I knew, indeed, tleit you were parting soon ; 

And so N\e sale, within the low .sun’s rays, 

You wliisperiiig to me, for your voice was weak^ 
^'our harrowing praise. 

Well, it was well, 

To hear y<»u such things speak, . 

And I could ttdl 

What made x our eyes a glowing gloom of love, 

As a warm South-wind sombres a March grove. 
And it was like your greft and gracious wafSs 
To turn your talk on daily things, my Dear, 
Lifting th<* luminous, pathetic lash 
To let tlic laughter tlash,* 

X^hilst 1 drew near. 

Because you spoke so low that 1 could scarcely 
■ hear. ■ 

But all at once to leave me at the last, 

Yhire at the wonder than the loss^aghast, 

With, huddled, unintelligible phrase, 
Antj^frigitten’d eye, 
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And go yoiir journey of idl days 

With nol one kiss, or a good-bye, * 

And the onfy loveless look the look v/ith \vhich 
you pass’d : 

’'I'wiis all unlike ynir great and graeie'us ways. 

' Corenfrv Patmore. 


REQUlE3CA'r 


Htkkw on her roses, roses, 

And never a spray of yew ! 
in quiet she reposCvS ; 

Ah, would that I did loo ! 

Her mirth the world required ; 

She bathed it in smiles of glee. 
But her heart was tired, tired, 

And now they let her be. 

r, . 

Her life was turning, turning, 

In mazes of heat and souirJ. ' 
But for peace her soul was yearning, 
And now peace laps her round. 

Her cabin’d, ample spirit, 

It flutter’d and fail’d for breath. 
To-night j,t doth inherit 
The vastv hall of death. 
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LXVI 


Calm is the moyn without a sound, 

Calm a^to suit a calmer nrief, 

And only thro’ the fadedjteaf 
The chestnut pattering to the ground^ 

Calm and tlcep peace on this high wold, 

And on these dews that drench the furze, 
And all the silvei^ gossamers 
'I'hat twinkle into green and gold : 

Calm and still light on yo*i great plain 

That sweeps with all its autumn bowers, 
And crowded farms and lessening towers, 
'Fo mingle with the bounding main : 


Calm and deep peace in this wide air, 
These leaves that redden to the fall 
And in my heart, u calm at all, 

If any calm, a calm despair : 


Calm on the seas, and silver sleep, 

Ajui vYioes that sway themselves in rest, 
And dead calm in that noble breast 
\Vhich heaves hut witli the heaving deep. 

• Alfred, I^rd Tenttyson. 
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Lxvn ; 

'HIE PORTRAIT 

I’ms is her piefare as she was ; 

It secjns a thi’hg to wonder on, 

As thoifgh mine image in the glass 
Should Uitry when myself am gone, 
i gaxe until she seems to stir. 

Until mine eye.s almost: aver 
'I'har now, even now, jhe sweet lips part 
'To breathe the words of the sweet heart ; — 
Anti yet the earth is over her. 

Alas ! even such the thin-drawn ray 

'I'hat makes the prison-depths inore rude, — 
The drip of water night and day 
Giving a tongue to solitude. 

Yet only this, of love’s whole prize, 

Remains ; save what in mournful guise 
Takes counsel with my soul alone, — 

S,ave what is secret und unknowai, 

Below' the earth, above the skies. 

In painting her I shr|ned her fa(5fe 
’Mid mystic trees, where light falls in 
Hardly at all ; a covert place 
Where you might think to find a din 
Of doubtful talk, and a live flame 
Wandering, and many a shape whose name 
Not itself krooweth, and old dew', 

And your own footsteps meeting you, 

And all things going as they came, ® ^ 
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A deep dim wood ; and there she stands 
Ai»in that wood that day : for so 
Was the still movement of her han<is 
And such the pure line’s gracious flow'. 
And passing.fair the type must seem, 
Unknown the presence and tl^ dream. 
’Tis she : though of herself, alas ! ^ 
Less than her shadow on the grass 
Or than her image in the stream. • 


That day we met there, I and she 
One with the othci*all alone ; 

And we were Idithc ; yet memory 

Saddens those hours, as when the moon 
L(K)ks upon daylight. A«d wuth her 
I stooped to drink the spring-water, 
Athirst where other waters sprang : 

And where the echo is, she sang, — 

My soul another echo there. 


But w’hen that hour my soul won strength 
For words whose silffnce wastes and kitts, 
Dull raindrops smote us, and at length 
ThunflerejJ the heat within the hills. 
That eve 1 spoke those tvords again 
Beside the pelted w'indow-pane ; 

And there she hearkened w'hat I said, 
With under-glances that stirveyed 
The empty j'jastures blind tvith rain. 


Next day the memories of these things, 
-JLtike* leaves through which a bird has 
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Still vibrated with Lo\'c’a warm wings ; 

Till ] must make them all my own 
And paint this picture. So", ’twixt ease 
Of talk and sweet long silences, 

She stood ai^ong the plants in- bloom 
At wimlows Qf a summer room, 

To l'ei|.isn the shadow of the trees. 

And us .1 wrought, while all above 
And all around was fragrant air, 

In the sick burthen of my love 

It scetned each sun -thrilled blossom there 
Beat like a heart among the lea%'ea. 

() heart that never beats nor lieaves, 

In that one darkifess lying still, 

What now to thee my love’s great will 
Or the fine web tire sunshine weaves 

For now doth daylight disavow^ 

I’kose days — nought left to see or hear . 
Only in solemn whispers now 

At night-time these 'ihings reach mine ear *, 
When the ieaf-shadow's at a breath 
Shrink in the road, and all the heath, 

Forest and water, far and wide, 

In limpid starlight glorified, 

Lie like the mystery of death. 

Last night at last I could have slept, 

And yet “decayed, my sleep till dawn, 

Still wanderfngl Then it was I wept : 

” For uittprafies -I came upon' ■ ' 
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M'hnse siladcs wliere once sKe walked with me, 
And^^i-s I stood there sucklenly,: ;- 
All wan \vi?h tijiversing the :nigh% 
rpon the desolate verge of light 
Yearnci] loiij,! the iron-bosomed sea. 


i'\en so, where lleayen holds breath fnd hears 
The heall.ng heart of Love’s owji breast, -- 
Wl’xcre rtiiiiid {lie secret of all spheres 
All angels lav their wings to rest,-- • 

Mow shall niv :-nu! st^ind rapt and awed, 
h}' die new birth borne abroad 
■'('Inosieliniii the music of the suns, 
h enters in iier soul at once 
And laio^v■H thcwsilence there for God i 


Here with her I'ace doth memory sit 
Meanwhile, and wait the day’s decline, 

'i'ill other eyes shall look from it, 

Eyes of the spirit’s Palestine., 

Even than the old gazi? tenderer : * 

While hopes and aims long lost with her 
Stand*rou«d lier image side by side, 

Like tombs of pilgriiils that have died 
About the Holy Sepulchre. 

Dante Gabriel Rossetti 
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THE SCHOLAR-GiPSY 

■ ■■■ ■ 1 ■■ 

CiSo, for they call you, shepherd, from the lull ; 

Gf5, shepherd, and untie the \vatilcd cotes ! 

No longer leave thy wistful flock unfed, 

Nor let thy* bawling fellows rack their throats, 
Nor the cropp’d herbage shoot another heath, 
hut when the flelds are still, 

And the tired men and dogs all gone to rest. 
And only the white sheep are sometimes seem 
Cross and recross the strips oi’ moon-hlanch’d 
green, •* 

Come, shepherd, and again begin the quest ! 

Here, where the reaper was at work ffl' late— 

In this high field’s dark comer, where he leaves 
His coat, his basket, and his earthen cruse, 
And in the sun all morning binds the sheaves, 
Then here, at noon , comes back his stores to 
use^ — 

Here will I sit and wait, 

While to my ear froin uplands fiu* away* 

The bleating of the folded flocks is borne. 
With distant cries of reapers in the corn — 

All the live murmur of a summer’s day. 

Screen’d is this nook o’er the high, half-reap’d field, 
And here till rundown, shepherd ! will I be. ^ 
Through the thick corn the scarlet poppies 
peep, 
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Aiui rouiui j^reen roots and yellowing stalks I sec j 

F Pali' pink convolvulus in tendrils creep ; 

And air-s\vep$ lindens yield « 

V, 'Fhcir scent, uinl rustle down their perfumed 

• showers ,.■■■■ 'i. 

Of hlooni on the bent grass '^’herc 1 am laid, 

And bower me from the ’August sun with 
_ shade ; 

And the eye travels down to Oxft>i;f.i’s totvers. 

And near me on the grass lies Glanvil’s hook — 

C'oiue, let me read tln^ oft -read tale again ' 

'i'he story of the ().\ford scliolar poor, 
t>i’ pregnant parts and (piick inventive brain, 

Who, tired of kiujcking at preferment’s door, 

One sninmer-morn forsook 

His friends, and went to learn the gipsj— lore, |- 

\ And roam’d the tvorld with that wild brother- 

. hood, 

I Anti came, as most men deem’tl, to little good, 

! But came to Oxford and his friends no more. 

But once, years after, in tile country-lanes, ♦ 

‘"i'wft scholars, whom at college erst he knew, 

Met hi?n, xyid f)f his way of life enquired ; 

'Whereat he answer’d, th?it the gipsy-crew, 

His mates, had arts to rule as they desired 
The workings of men’s brains, 

And they can bind thetn to what thoughts they 
will.. 

Ami I,” he said, “ the secret of their art, 

When fully learn’d, will to the world impart ; 

Buji^it n§;eds heaven-sent moments for this skill.” 

• I 
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This said, he left them, and return’d no more. 

Tut rumours hung about the country-side, 

That the lost Scholar long was seen to stray. 
Seen by rare glimpses, pensive and tongue-tied, 
In hat of anticjiue shape, and cjoak ot giO} , 

'['he sanic%e gipsies wore. 

Shepherds had met him on the Hurst m spring r 
At some lone alehouse in the Berkshire moiirs 
(.}n the i^'ann ingle-bench, the smock-n ock d 
boors , 

1 lad found him seated at their entering, 

But ’mid their drink and clatter, he would liy. 

And I myself seem half to know thy looks, . ^ 
And put the shepherds, wanderer! on thy 

trace ; r i i t 

And boys who in lone wheatnelds scare the 

rooks . 

I ask if thou hast pass’d their quiet place ; 

Or in my boat I lie 

Moor’d to the cool bank in the summer-heats, 

’Mid wide grass meadows which the sunshine 
And watch the warm, green-muttled Lumner 

hills, 

And wonder if thou haunt’st their shy retreats. 

For most, 1 know, thou lov’st retired ground 1 
Thee at the ferry Oxford riders blithe, 

Returning home on summer-nights, have met 
Crossing the tripling Thames at Bab-lock-hilhe, 
Trailing in the cool stream thy fingers wet, 
As the punt’s rope chops round 
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Ami Icanintr ba<.'.kward in a pensive dream, 

..\n^ foatcrinsf in th.y lap a heap of dowers 
Pluck’d in shy fields ami distant *Wychwood 
bowers, 

Ami tliinc eves restinq; on the moonlit stream. 

And ilien tl'sey iand, ami tluni art seen no more ! — 
Alaiilens, wb.o from the distant hamlets come 
d'o dance aroiind t!u‘ h'ylieid cirs in Alay, 

Oft ihroneh the (.iarkeninq fields have seen thee 
r(:»am,. .» 

f)r cross a stile inlt*,thc public way. 

Oft iIk'u hast qiven them store 
( >>’ tit:>wer.s tlic !rai!-leai'’il, white anemony, 

Dark bluebells drench’d with dews of summer 

# 

eves, 

Ancl purple orchises with spotted leaves — 

But none hath words she can report of thcc. 

And, above (iod.stow Bridge, when hay-timeks 
.here , 

in June, and many a scythe in sunshine flumes, 
Aicn who through those wide fields of Ifreczy 
grass 

Where buick'^iving’d swallows haunt the glitter- 
ing 'Phames, * 

d'o batiic in the abamlonkl lasher pass, 
i iave often pass’d thee near 
Silting upon the river hank o’ergrowm ; 

Mark’d thine outlandish garb, thy figure spare, 
* Thy dark vague eyes, anti soft^b'stracted air — 
But, when, they came from bathing, thou wast 
« gone ! 
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At some lone homestead in the Cumner hills, 
Where at her open door the housewife darns. 
Thou ^last been seen, or hanging on a gate 
To watch the threshers in the mossy Inirns. 
Children, who early range these slopes and 
late 

For cresses from the rills, 

Have known thee eying, all an April-duy, 

The sponging pastures ami the feeding kine ; 
/\ml mark’d thee, when the stars come out 
and shine, 

'riirough the long dewy grass move slow' away. 


In autumn, on the skirts of Bagley Woftd - - 
Where most the gipsies by the turf-edged way 
Pitch their smoked tents, and every bush you 
see 

With scarlet patches tagg’d and shreds of grey, 
Above the forest-ground called Thessaly — 
'Phe blackbird, picking food, 

Sees thee, nor stops his meal, nor fears at all ; 
So often has he kmf^vn thee past him stray. 
Rapt, twirling in thy hand a wither’d spray, 
And waiting for the spark from jieaVen to' fall. 



And once, in winter, on the causeway chill 
Where home through flooded fields flwt- 
travellers go, 

Have I not pass’d thee on the wooden bridge, 
Wrapt in thy^loak and battling with the snow, 
Thy face to'w’rd Hinksey and ils wintry ridge ? 
And thou hast climb’d the hill, - 
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And gainM the \\liite brow of the Ctnriner range ; 
'lY'jfu’d oiKc to watch, while thick the snow- 
flakes fall, » 9 

'riic line of festal light in Christ-Church hall -- 
'riicn soughi thy straw in some sequester’d 
urange. ^ 

Hut -ulial - 1 dreatn I 'I’wo hundred years arc 
liown 

Since first thy story ran through Oxford halls, 
And (he grave (danvil did the talc inscribe 
That tlion wt.-rf w adder ’d from tl\e studious 

'■walls 

To learn strange asts, and join a gipsy-tribe ; 
Ami thou from earth»art gone 
lanig since, and in some quiet churchyard laid — 
Some country-nook, where o’er thy unknown 
■ gra'vc 

Tall grasses and wliite flowering nettles wwve, 
rmier a dark, red-fruited yew-tree’s shade. 

— No, no, thou .hast not lelt the lapse of hofllrs ! 
For what wears out the life of mortal men ? 

’'Fis that jfe'om cliangc to change their being 
rolls; 

’'Fis that rejxvcitcd shocks, again, again, 

INh. liisi tile energy of strongest souls 
Anti ninaii the elastic pow'ers. 

I’ill Iiaving usetl our nerves with bliss and teen, 
* And tired upon a thousand sjjhemes our wit, 
'Fo the just -pausing (jrenius we remit 
Oi^r w'lArn-out life, and are—what we have been. 


* 
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Thou hast not lived, why should’st thou perish, 
■■■■'■ so ? ' ' 

Thou hadst one aim, business, one desire : 
Else wert thou long since number’d with the 
dead ! ^ ■' 

Else hadst thou^ spent, like other men, thy fire ! 
ThejtcneratKSns of thy peers are fled, 

And we ourselves shall go ; 

But thou |r)sscssest an immortal lot, 

And wc imagine thee exempt from age 
A'ud living as thou liv’st on Glanvirs page, 
Because thou hadst — wkat we, alas ! have not. 


For early didst thou leave the world, with powers 
1 'resh, undiverted tO the world without, 

Firm to their mark, not spent on other things ; 
I'ree from the sick fatigue, the languid doubty 
Which much to have tried, in much been 
baffled, brings. 

O life unlike to ours ! 

Who fluctuate idly without term or scope, 

Of whom each strivCs, nor knows for what he 
strives, 

And each half-lives a hundred cflifferent lives ; 
Who wait like thee, but not, like thee, in hope. 


Thou waitest for the spark from heaven 1 and we 
Light half-believers of our casual creeds, 

W*ho never deeply felt, nor clearly will’d, 
Whose insightrnever has borne fruit in deeds, 
Why>se vague resolves never have been fulfill’d ; 
E'er whom each year we see 
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new beginnings, disappointments new ; 
Wjio iiesitate and falter life away, 

Anti lose to-nitrrow the ground won to-day— • 
Ah ! do not we, wanderer I await it too ? 

we aw-ak it ! -"but it still t^t^ays, 

Aril! t lien wc suffer ! and amongst us/jnc, 

Who juosi has suffer’d, takes dejectedly 
llis scat upon tlie intellectual threfne ; 

And all his store «)f sad experience he 
I/ays I vare of wretched days ; 

Tells us his misery’s birth and growth ami signs, 
Anti how the dyirig spark of hope was feti, 
And flow the lireast tvas sootheti, and how the 
head, • 

And all his hourly varied anodynes. 

This for our wisest I and we others pine, 

And wish the long unhappy dream would end, 
Ant! waive all claim to bliss, and try to bear ; 
With close-lipp’d patience for our only friend, 
Had patience, loo n^r neighbour to despair — 
Ifut none has hope like thme ! 

'Thou through the fields and through the woods 
dost stray, • 

Roaming the country-side, a truant hoy, 
Nursing thy project in unclouded joy, 

And every doulit long bkwvn by time away. 


t )*born in tlays when wits were fresh and clear, 
And life ran gaily as the sparkling Thames ; 

this strange disease of modern life, 
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Ilioii hast not lived, why shoiikPst thou perisln 

Thou hadst one aim, one biisiness, one desire • 
ilse wert thou long since number’d with the 
dead ! ^ ^ 

Else hadst thou^spent, like other men, thy fire * 

1 he^gcmerations of thy peers are fled, “ 

And we ourselves shall go ; 

But thou p:)ssessest an immortal lot, 

And we imagine thee exempt frorn age 

And hwng as thou liv’st on Glanvil’s paoe 

Because thou hadst~-wkat Ave, alas ! have not. 

For early didst thou leave the world, with powers 
i UsJi, undiverted tf. the world without 
iurm to their mark, not spent on other things • 

I ‘lom tile sick fatigue, the languid doubt! 

U' Inch much to have tried, in much been 
baffled, brings. 

O life unlike to ours ! 

\^ho fluctuate idly without term or scope 
Of whom each strives, nor knows for what he 
strives, 

tryA”^ each half-lives a hundred ^flitfdfent lives • 
^\ho wait like thee, bet not, like thee, in hope. ’ 

^ ^^^f-l^elievers of our casual creeds, 

Who mever deeply felt, nor clearly will’d 
A^hose msighf^ever has borne fmit in deeds' 
Whose vague resolves never have been fulfill’d * 
For whom each year we see « ’ 






I 


of \jodern Lyrics iig 

iirecds new beginnings, disappointments new ; 
hesitate :in<.l falter life away, 

And lose in-inrAi'row the ground won to-day — ■ 
Ah ! do not we, wanderer ! await it too ? 

Yes, W<J await it !---l)iit it still (j,eTays, 

Aiul then we sufler ! and amongst us-^me. 

Who most lias siiH'er’d, takes dejectedly 
llis seat upon the iniellcctual thrrtne ; 

And all his store of sad experience he 
Jaiys hare of wretched ilays ; ’ 

1 ells us liis misery’s birth and growth and signs, 
And Itow tlic dying spark <tf liope was fed. 
And how the breast was soothed, and liow the 
liead, , 

And all his hourly varied anodynes. 

This tor our wisest ! and we others pine, 

And wish the long unhappy dream would end, 
And w'aive all claim to bliss, and try to bear ; 
With close-lipp’d patience for our only friend, 
Sad patience, too nelr neighbour to”deipair — 
But none has hope like thine ! 

Thou throu^di the fields and through the woods 
dost, stray, • 

Roaming the country-side, a truant boy, 
Nursing thy project in unclouded joy. 

And every iloubt long blown by lime awity, 

O*born in days when wits were fresh and clear, 
And life ran gaily as the sparkling Thames ; 
«Befoj[-e this strange disease of modern life. 
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With its sick hurry, its disided aims, 

Its lujads o'ertax’d, its palsied hcar'^s, tvas 

rite . e. ■ 

Idy hence, our contact fear ! 

Still !ly, plunu;^! hov,-erin_u: wood ! 
Averse, as llido did with gesture stern 
^’roin iier false friend’s apjn'oach in Hades 
: turn , 

Wave us away, and keep thy solitude ! 

Still n?irsing the mu;ou(jacrahle hope. 

Still clutching the invioktble shade. 

With a free, onsvard impidse hrushinixthrfnnrh, 
By night, the sihaa'M branches of the glade - 
Far on the forest -skirts, where nojie pur.siie, 
On some mild pastt)ra] slope 
Emerge, and resting cjti the moonlit pales 
Freshen thy dowers as in former years 
With dew, or listen with enchanted ears, 
From the dark dingles, to the nightingales ! , 

But fly pur paths, our fe)i^erish contact fly 1 
For'strong the infection of our mental strife, 
Which, though it gives no bliss, ^yct spoils 
' 'for 'Test 

And we should wdn thee from thy own fair life, 
Like us distracted, and like us unbicst. 

Soon, soon thy cheer would die, 

Thy hopes grow timorous, and unfix’d thy 
powers, 

And thy clesp' aims be cross and shifting made ; 
And then thy glad perennial youth wmiild fade, 
Fade, and grow old at last, and die like oxmu 
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i hc*ii ily onr greetings, fly our speech and 
» smiles ! 

-As some grave Tyrian trader, frofli the sea, 
i Jescried at sunrise an emerging pi'ow 
Lifting the c«iol-hair’d creeper5i stealthily, 

1 he tringes of a, southward-lacing brow 
Among the /Egman isles t 
And saw the nierry ( Irecian coaster come. 
Freighted with amber grapes? and Chian 
wine, 

Creen,_ bursting figs, and tunnies steel’d in 
[trine - 

And knew tlie intruders on his ancient home, 

ilu; young light-hearted masters of the waves — 
Anti snatch’d his rudder, and shook out more 
sail ; 

^-And day and night held on indignantly 
O’er the blue Midland waters with the gale, 
Betwixt tlie Syrtes and soft Sicily, 

To where the Atlantic raves 
Outside the western straits ; and unbent sails 
There,, where down cloudy cliffs, through 
shects^of foam, ^ 

Shy traflickers, the dark Iberians come ; 

And on the beach undid his corded bales. 

Matthew Arnold, 
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THYRSIS 


A AIonody, to commemorate the authors friend, 
Arthur |R.igh Clough, e^j/w died at Florence, i86i. 

How chaiigeti is here each spot man makes or fills ! 
lu the two Hinkseys nothing keeps the same ; 

'Rhe village street its haunted mansion lacks, 
And irom the sign is goaie Sibylla’s name, 

And from the roofs the twisted chimney- 
stacks--— 

Are ye too clK\pged, ye hills ? 

See, ’tis no fimt of unfamiliar men 
I'o-night from Oxibrd up your pathway 
strays ! 

Here.came I often, often, in old days— 
'fhyrsis and I ; we still had Thyrsis then. 

Runsjt not here, the tr^;k by Childsworth Farm, 
Past the high Avood, to where the elm -tree crowns 
The hill behind whose ridge ^the sunset 
flames ? ^ 

The signal-elm, that looks on Ilsley Downs, 

The Vale, the three lone weirs, the youthful 
Thames ? — 

This winter-eve is warm, 

Humid the air ! leafless, yet soft as spring, 

The tendcR-purple spray on copse and briers ! 
And that sweet city with her eireaming spires, 
She needs not June for beauty’s heigkteniy^g, 
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i-ovcly ull times she lies, lovely to-night ! — 
<')nlv»,_niet}iinks, some loss of habit’s power 
iietalls me wtaidering through ''this upland 
dim. 

Once p;iss\i»I blindfold here, any liour ; 

Xuw soil loin come I, since^I came with him. 
_d1)at single elrn-tree bright 
Against rhe west— 1 miss it ! is it gone r 

prized it dearly ; while '»it stood, we 
said, 

f h.ir irieiul, the Gipsy-Scholar, was not’deat! ; 
^Maie the tree lived, he in these fields lived on. 

i Of) rare, too rare, grow now my visits here, 

Ihi! onee I knew each %ld, ‘’each liower, each 
stiek ; 

^ And with the country-folk acquaintance made 
H\ barn iii il)reshing-tirne, by new-built rick, 
i Icre, t.x,., our shepherd-pipes w^e first assay’d. 
Ah me ! this many a year . 

Aly pipe is lost, my shepherd’s holiday ! 

Needs must I lose <hem, needs with heavy 
heart * 

Into the Avorld and wave of men depart ; 

But 7 ’hyrsis^jf his own*will went away. 

it irk d him to be here, lie could nbt rest. 

He loved each simple joy the country yields, 

He loved Ins mates ; but yet he could not 
keep, 

for that a shadow lour’d on th# fields, 

Here witli the shepherds and the silly sheep. 

* Sofne life of men unblest 
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He knew, which made him droop, and fill’d ifis 
head. 

He wen-1 ; his j)iping took a troubled sound 
<->1 stonns that rage outside our happy tiround 
He couki not wait their passing, he is dead. 

So some tempestuous morn in early Tune, 

When the year’s pi'imal burst of bkK)m is o’er 

^ i>ef Ole the roses and the longest day— - 

hen garden-walks and all the grassy fior,r 
Witli Idossoms red and while of fallen May 

^ And chestnut-fiowers are stixnvn 

bo have I heard the cuckoo’s parting cry 
from the wet field, through the vext 'garden- 
trees, 

Come with the volleying rain and tossing 
breeze : 

The bloom is none, and with the bloom go I ! 

Too quick despairer, wherefore wilt thou go .? 

^oon will the high Midsummer pomps come 
on, 

Soon will the rmisk carnations break and 
swell, 

^^’^^.g«l^-tiusted snapdragon, 

" A^nd <^ottagc-smell. 

And stocKS in fragrant blow ; 

Roses that down the alleys shine afar 

And open, jasmine-muffled lattices' 

trSr^! 

And thc^full moon, and the white evening. 
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i If licarkcns not ! light coiner, he is llown ! 

matters it r next year he will return. 

And we shall .Ijtave him, in the s^vect spring- 
days, 

With whitening lietlges, and uncruinpling fern, 
And Mne-hells trembling b;^ the forcvSt-ways, 
AikI seem of hay new-nfcvrn. ^ 
hut 'Flsyrsis never more we swains shall see ; 
See him come liaek, and cut a sjintoother reed, 
Aiui blow a strain the world at last shall lieecl-'- 
hor 'i'ime, not t orvdon, hath conquer’d thee I 

Mack, for t 'orytion no rival now i — - 
lull uben Sieihan shepherds lost a mate, 

Se>!iie good survivor \yith his flute wanild go, 
I'ijnnu; a ditty sad for BicHi’s fate ; 

And eruss the iinperiBitted ferry’s flow, 

And relax Pluto’s brow, 

And iTiiike leap up with joy the beauteous head 
Of Proserpine, among whose crowned hair 
Are ihnvers first open’d on Sicilian air. 

And flute his friend, like Orpheus, from the dead. 

O easy access to the hearer’s grace 
Wflieu Doria# sheplicrds sang to Proserpine ! 

For she herself had tixid Sicilian fields. 

She knew the Dorian water’s gu«h divine. 

She knew each lily white which Enna yields, 
Each rose with blushing face ; 

She Im-ed the Dorian pipe, the Dorian strain. 

* hut ah, of our poor Thames ^le never heard ! 

Her foot the Cuniner cowslips never slirr’d ; 
Aij|,i wejibouid tease her with our plaint in vain I 
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Well ! wind-dispersed and vain the words will he, 
"i ct, Thyrsis, let me give my grief its hour 
In the nld haunt, and find our tree-t()i>T)’d 
hill ! ■ , - 

Who, if not I, for questing here hath power ? 

1 Imow the \>ood wliieh’ hides the dalTodil, 

I know thc'Fyfield tree, 

1 know 'what white, what purple fritiliaries 
The grassy harvest of the river-fields. 

Above by .Enshain, down by HandfortI, yields, 
Audi A\hat sedged brooks are HI. Iianics''s tribu- 
taries ; 

I know these slopes ; who knows them if not 1 ? — 
But many a dingle on the loved hill-side, 

W ith thorns once studded, old, white- 
Idossom’d trees, 

\\ here thick the cowslips grew, and far descried 
High tower’d the spikes of purple orchises, 
Hath since our day put by 
The coronals of that forgotten time ; 

Down each green bank hath gone the plough- 
boy’s team, 

And only in the hidden brookside gleam 

Primroses, orphans of the flowery prune. 

boatman’s door, 
Above the locks, above the boating throng, 
Unmoor d our skiff when through the 
Wytham flats. 

Red loosestrife and blond meadow'-sweet among 
swallows and light water-gnats, 
We ti'ack’d the shy Thames shorp ? 



J 27 


» » 


of S*I()eimi Lyrks 

Whfje iinr the tuemers, ^vh(), ;)s the liny ,s^^dl 
( >|dfur boat passins^f hea\'cd the river-grass, 
hSiiod willi suspended scyt!ie to see ns puss ?-~ 
ITfCy ail arc gone, and thou art gone as well ! 

. n 

r 'if ' I % 

t es, fJiou art gone ! and round me loo the night 
in cver-ne.nina ein'K- Aveaves her shadcy, 

! see her veil draiv soil aeross llie day, 
i leel her slowly eloh'iiig lireat’h in’#;tde 

'I he eiieek grown ihin, die iu’own hair sprent 
widi gT(‘r ; 
f. feel her linger light 

laiid pausefully tipon, life’s I'Kjaclioiig;ta-ain 
’l.'iie'. foot less prompt to 'meet the' ' morning ■■ 
' dew,. ■ ' . ' 

'.I’lie ■ heart less iKainding'at.enioti'ori'ncw,: 

And' hope, once 'crush’d,'' less quieJw to,' spring .^ 
again. 


And long tlie way appears, which seem’d so short 
To the less practised eye of sanguine youth ; 

And high the tnountiUn-tdps, in doudyjiir, 
The mountain-tops where is the throne of 
Trutl^ 

d’o]\s in life’s mornmg-sun so bright and 
hare! 

Unbreachable the fort * 

Of the long-batter’d worlti uplifts its wall ; 

And strange and \ain the earthly turmoil 
• gro'.vs, 

And near and real the eharm'^if thy repose, 
Aii^i nigjit as welcome as a friend would fall. 
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Butlmsh! the upland hath a sudden loss 

Of quiet !--Look, adown the dusk hill-!|ide, 

A troop ot Ox-ford hunters going home, 

As m old days, jovial and talking, ride i 
from hunting with the Berkshire hounds they 
come, 

Quick ! letiune %, and cross 
Into jpn farther field !-~-Tis done ; and see. 


I take the omen ! Eve lets down her t'eil, 

i he white fog creeps from hush to bush ahonr 
he west unllushes, die high stars grow bright 
And m the scatter’d farms the lights come out. ’ 
1 cannot reach tlie signal-tree to-night 
iet, happy omen, hail ! ’ ’ 

Hear it from thy broad lucent Arno-^-ale 
(l^or there thine earth-forgetting eyelids keep 

TT ^1 and unawakening sleep 

Under the flowery oleanders pale), 

Hear it, O Idiyrsis, still our tree is there ! 

1 English fields, dtis upland dim, 

i hese brambles pa,e with mist engarlanded, 
lhat lone, sky-pomting tree, are not for him • 

1 o a boon southern country he is fled 
And now in happier air. 

Wandering with the great Mother’s train divine 
(And purer or more subtle soul than thee, * 
Mother doth not see) 
Within .a folding of the Apennine, 
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lliou hearest the inmiortal chants of old !— 
his sickle to the perilous grain 

^ In me hot c<)nitiyhl of the Phrygi;yi king, 
hor thee the Lityerses-song again 
^ l oung Daphnis with his sih'er voice doth 
sing ; , . » 

_ Sings his Sicilian fold, # 

His sheep, his liapless love, his blinded eyes — 

And how a call celestial round hyn rang, 

And Iteavtaiwani froni the fouutain-hrink he 

sprang, , ^ 

Ami all the niarvel of tiie golden skies, 

I'herc thou art gone, and me thou Itaivest here 
So e in these heids I yet will 1 not despair. 

^ Despair I will not, vvhil^l yet de 
’Neath the mild canopy of English air 

1 hat lonely tree iigainst the western skv. 

Still, still these slopes, his clear, 

Our Gipsy-Scholar liaunts, outliving thee ! 

Fields where soft sheep from cages pull the 

hay, «!««•>«• 

Woods with anemoni^s In flower till iMa*^ 

Know him a wanderer still ; then why not me > 

A fogitive and jJ-acious ligl?t he^s^^ 

Sliy to illuniine ; and I seek it tcyi). 

I’his does not come with houses or \vith 
gold,' ■ ■ ■ 

Withp!ace,_withhonour,andaflatteringcre%v- 
♦ 1 IS not in the world’s market bought and 

sold-— ♦: 

^Butjhe smooth-slipping wrecks 

• K 
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Drop by, and leave its seeker still unlircd ; 
Out of the heed of mortals he is gone, 

He wends unfolknv’d, he must house' alone 
Yet on Ife fares, b)’ his owii heart inspired. 


Thou too, O 'Thyrsis, on like quest wast bound ; 

'FhoiPwanderedst with me for a little htjur i 
Men gave thee nothing ; but this happy 
quest. 

If nicn csteemM thee feeble, gave thee poiwcr. 

If men procured thee trouble, gave thee rest. 
And tliis rude Cumner ground, 

Its hr-topped Hurst, its farms, its quiet ticlds, 
Here cam’st thou in thy jocund youthful 
time, 'T- 

Here was thine height of strength, thy golden 
prime ! 

And still the haunt beloved a virtue yields. 


What though the music of thy rustic flute 
Kept not for long its'happy, country tone ; 

Lost it too soon, and learnt a stormy note 
Of men contention -tost, of men who groan, 
Which task’d thy pipe too sore, and tired thy 
throat — 

It fail’a, and thou w^ast mute ! 

Yet hadst thou alway visions of our light, 

And long with men of care thou couldst not 
stay. 

And soon vhy foot resumed its wandering Nvay, 
Left human haunt, and on alone till night. 
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i Or) rare, too rare, grow now niy visits here I 
’Afitl^ciiy-noise, nor, as with thee of yore, 

1 hyrsis ! in rjach of sheep -l^clls is my 

1)0500. 

, llien thi-ough the great town’s harsh, heart- 

Wearying I'oar, ♦ 

1-et in thy \-oico a whisper *>ften oome, 

To eha.‘r;e tatigne unci fe;ir : ’’ 

li /{V JiuntfS! lluni 1 u'andi r'd till f died. 
hoifW nil ! i Ju' Tve soui/iit js sliinbi^ 

slill. ^ 

D“sl tiiou usk pvonj f Our 'tree vet crowns the 

bill, 

Our Sekdar tmmk yet the htu;d hilLsidc 

_ Matthew Arnold. 


LXX' 

prater: AVE ATQUE .VALE 

Row us out from Desenzano, to your Sirmione 
" row ^ , 

So they row’d, and there we knded—'VO venusta 
Sirraio.lAw:,':' ■ 

There to me thro’ ail thtf groves of olive in the 
'.summer glow, . 

There beneath the Roman rum where the purple 
fiowe:rs grow, ..... 

Caine that ‘‘ Ave atque Vale ” of the Poet’s 
v,*. hopeless. rvoe,' 

1 enderest ol Roman poets nineteen hundred 
:^rars^igo, 
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“ Fraler Ave atquc Vale ” — as \<c wander’d to 
and fro 

Gazing at the Lydian laughter of the Garda Lake 
below,' 

Sweet Catullus’ all-but-island, olive-silvery Sirmio! 

^ Alfred, Lord Te7i77yson. 


d’O VIRGli. 

Rowan Virgil, thou that singest 

llion’s lofty temples robed in fire, 

Jlion falling, Rome ntrsing, 

wars, and filial faith, and Dido’s pvre ; 

Landscape-lover, lord of language 

more than he that sang the Works and Days, 

All the chosen coin of fancy 

dashing out from many a golden phrase ; 

Thou that singest wheat anti woodland, 

tilth and vineyard, hive and horse and herd ; 

All the charm of all the- IVluses 

often flowering in a lonely word ; 

Poet of the happy Tityrus 

piping underneath his beechen bowers ; 

Poet of the poet-satyr 

whom the '’laughing shepherd bound witlt 
flowers ; 
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C^hanicr of tlic Pollio, glorying 
in 4h(.; hlissful years again to be, 

SiinTuer.'i of the snakeiess meadow, » 
unlaboriaus earth and oaricss sea ; 

i } Hat that seest Universal , 

Xaturc moved by Universal Mind ; ^ 

Thon majestic in lliy sadness 

at the doubt lul iloom of hnman*kind ; 

Idght among tlie vanish’d ages ; 

star that gildesl yet this phantom shore ; 

Gijkien branch ainid the shadows, 

kings an<i realms lliat pass to rise no more ; 

Now thy horum roars no longer, 

fallen every purple Cresar’s dome^^ — 

Tho’ thine ocean -roll of rhythm 

sound lor ever of Imperial Rome — 

Now the Rome of slaves 4aath perish’d, 

and the Rome of freemen holds her place, 

1, from out the Northern Island 

sunder’tl once from ail the human race, 

I salute thee, Mantovano, * 

I that loved thee since my day began, 

\\ ielder ol the stateliest measure 
• ever moulded by the lips of man. 

A If red ^ Lord Tennyson. 
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"THE WOODSI^URGE 

Thiv wind flapr)ed loose, tlie win'd was still, 
Sluken out dea^ from tree and hill. : 

1 had *^'alked :On at the wind’s will,- 
J sat now, for the wind was still. 

, ■ r . .. . 

Between my knees my forehead was,-- 
Mydips, drawn in, said not Alas ! 
i\Iy hair was over in the grass, 
jNly naked ears heard the day pass. 

hly eyes,, wide open, had the run 
Of some ten weeds*to fix upon ; 

Among those few, out of the sun, 

The woodspurge flowered, three cups in one. 

From perfect grief there need not be 

Wisdom or even memory 

One thing then learnt remains to me, — 

Th^ woodspurge has cup of three. 

Dante Gabriel Rossetti 


LXXIII 

f 

GRIEF 

I TELL you, hopeless grief is passionless ; 

That only men incredulous of despair, ' 

Half-taught in anguish, through the midnight air 
Beat upward to God’s throne in loud access* 
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01 sliriokin.^ and reproach. Full desertncss 
In Ennis’* as cnuntries, lieth sileiil-bare 
l.'Uder the ])land)jn,qt vertical eve-ular^ 

Of the absolute Heavens. .Deep-hearted man, 
• ^ . c\pr<-ss * ^ ^ 

Ond lor thy Deinl in silence like to death : 

Most like a nuinuinental statue set ■» 

hi ei eriasliny watch and nun eiess woe, 

'fjll iij-eh cnnni.dc to (he dust hcneatii. 
i oneh it : the inarhle eyeliiis are not wet ; 
ll it. could Weep, it could arise and po. * 

lih^iibiih Barrcit Bnnvnfuj^^. 


LXXIV 

THE CHT OF DREADFUL NIGHT 

How- the moon triumphs througli the endless 
nights ! 

Hpw the stars throb aru^ glitter as they wheel 
Their thick processions of supernal lights * 
Around the blue vault obdurate as steel ! 

And men regat^ wjlh passionate awe and vearning 
1 he laighty marchiiig and the golden burning, 
And think the hetivens respond t(twhat they feel. 

Boats gliding like dark shadows of a dream, 

4 re glorified from vision as they pass 
The quivering mnonbridge on •the deep black 
stream ; 

Coid wiTldotvs kindle their (.lead glooms of glass 
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To restless crystals ; cornice, dnnie, and colnmn 

Emerge from chaos in the splendour solemn ; 

Like faer5^ lakes gleam lawns f)f deny grass. 

With such a living light these dead eyes shine, 
These eyes of*sightIess heaven, that as we gaze 

We read a pity, ti^eimiious, divine, 

Or cold majestic scorn in their pure rays ; 

Fond man ! /hey are not haughty, arc not tender ; 

Tliere is no heart or mind in all their splendour, 
They thread mere puppets all their marvellous 
maze.: . 

If we could hear them with the tlight im flown. 

We should but find them worlds as sad as this, 

Or suns all self-consi!?ning like our (uvn 
Enringed by planet worlds as much amiss : 

They wax and wane through fusion and confusion ; 

The spheres; eternal are a grand illusion, 

The empyrean is a void abyss. 

James Thomson, 


LXXV 


CONFESSIONS 


What is he buzzing in my ears ? 

“ Now that I come to die. 

Do I view the world as a vale of tears ? 
Ah, reverend sir, not I ! 

What I viewed there once, what I view 
WTere the physic bottles stand 


» * 


« # 


of Moihrij Lyrics 137 

On the tinbie’s edjfe, is a subtirb; Jane, 

^Vilh’Ja wall to my bedside hand. 

That lajie sloped, much ns the bottles do, 

’ Froni a liout'e you could deserji 

O’er the ‘fi’.rden wall : is the euitain blue 
Or -j.reen to a iK'alth.y eye : 

'!'(> suine, it serves for the old June vteatlier 
Blue alan'e lamJ arul wall ; 

And that iartliest Irnttlc labelled “ Ether ” * 
fs tfu.; house oVrlopju'np all. 

At a terrace somewhere near the stopjier, 

'I'here watched for me, oKe June, 

A ydrl ; 1 kituw, sir, it’s iiriprfiper, 

My poor iiiinil’s out of tune. 

Only, there was a way , . , vein crept 
Close by the side, to tloduy 

Eyes in the house, two eves except : 

They styled their hous^ “ The Lodge.” « 

What right hat? a lounger up their lane ? 

But, by creeping very close, 

With the good wall’s help, — their %ves might strain 
And stretch themselves to Oes, 

A'<4t never catch her and me together, 

As she left llie attic, thei'e, « 

By tl'ie rirn of the bctttle labelled “ Ether,” 

Affd .stclle from stair to stair, 
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And stood by the rose-wreathed gate. Alas 
We loved, sii--~used to meet : 

How sad -and bad and mad«it was— 

But then, how it was sweet 1 

^ Robert Brotoninu. 


_ LXXVI 

THE WOODCUTTER’S NIGHT- 

Welcome, red and roundy sun, 

_ Dropping lowly in the west 
Now my hard day’s work is done, 

I m as happy as the best. 

Joylul are the thoughts oi home, 
Now I’m ready lor my chair, 

So, till morrow-morning’s come, 
Bill and mittens, lie ye there l' 

Though to leave your pretty song, 
birds, it giyes me pain, 
let to-morrow is not long, 

Then I’m with you all again. 

If I stop, and stand- about, 

Well I kpow how things will be 
Judy will be looking out * 

Every now-and-then for me. 

So fare ye well ! and hold your tone 
Smg no irore until I come ; 

worthy of your songs 
lhat never care to drop a crumbt’ 
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All day lon^ 1 love the oaks. 

Blit, at yon little cot, 

u here I see chimney smokes, 
h« by far the prettiest 'spot . 

Wile and chiUlren all are tiiere, 

^ revive with pleasaitj looks, 

Table ready set, and chair, 

Slipper hanpiny on the hooks. 

Soon as ever I pet in, 

When itjy iapaot dowji I flinp, • 
Little p-rat tiers they bepin 
1 easiny tne to talk anti siny. 

Welcome, red and roiindy snn, 

^ Droppinp lowly iis*"die west ; 
iSo\v isty hard day’s work is done, 

Tm as happy as the best. 

Joyftil are the thonyhts of home, 

Ntnv J’m ready for my chair, 

So, till morrow-morning’s come, 

Bill and mittens?>iie ye there ! ^ 

jfoiin Clare, 


WmiC.HILL 

W.HEN sycamore leaves wer a-spreadtm 
_ Green-ruddy in hedges^ 

Bc/ide the red donst o’ the ridges, 
m A-dried at Woak Hill ; 
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An’ that’s why vo’k thought, vor a season , 
I\Iy mind wer a-wandren 
Wi’ sorrow, when 1 wer so sorely 
A-tried at \^^oak Hill. 

But no ; that my AIeary mid §eyer 
Behold heri'elf slighted, - 
I wanted to think that I guided ^ 

My guide yrorn Weak Hill, ■ 

Willi*avi Barnes. 


rHE SANDS OF DEI: 


“ O Mary, go and call the cattle home, 

And call the cattle home, 

And cal! the cattle home 
Across the sands of Dee ; ” 

The westerf! wind was wild and dank with foam, 
And all alone went she. 

The western tide crept i,i|? along the sand, • 
And o’er and o’er the sand, 

And ruunA and round the sand, 

As far as eye coakl see. * 

The rolliiig tuist came down and l^d the land 
And ritwer home came she. 

“ Oh ! is it weed, or fish, or lloating hair — 

» A tress of golden hair, 

A drowned maiden’s hair • 

Above the Tiet.s at sea ? 
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Was never salmon yet that shone so fair 
Among the stakes on Dee.” 


They rowe.a her in across tlie rolling foam, 

The cruel crawling foam, 

I he ci‘uel K>angry foam, 

To lier grave beside the sea : 

But stillThe boatmen hear her call the cattle home 
Across the sands of Dee. 

Charles Kingsley. 


la 



A LITTLE while, a little while, 

I he weary task is put awav. 
And I can sing and I can sm'ile. 
Alike, while I have holiday. 


Where wilt thou go, my harassed heart — 

What thought, what scene invites thee now ? 
What .spot, or near or far apart, 

Fas rest for thee, niy weary brow ? 


There is a spot, ’mid barren hill%; 

Where winter howl's, and driving rain ; 
But, if the dreary tempest chills, 

There is a light that warms again. 


The house is old, the trees are bare, 
Moonless above bends twilight’s dome ; 
But what on earth is half so dear, 

So longed for, as the hearth of home ? 
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I. he mute bird sitting on the stone, 

^ 'fhe dank moss tiripping from the wall, 

Tiu; Jhorn-trees gaunt, the walks o’ergrown, 
I love them, how i love them ail i 

Still, as 1 mused, the naked roj|m, 

The alien lirelight died away ; 

And tnnn the midst ot cheerless ghiom"* 

1 passet! to brigirt, nneloudcd day. 

A little and a lone green lane 

1 hat opened tju a enmmon wi<ie ; * 

A distant, dreasiiy, dim Idue cliain 
()} mountains circling <;ver\ side ; 

,A hejiven so clear, an eaitli so' calm,' ■■ 
So'sweet, sO'''soft,: sbiiushed an air;' 

And, deepening still the dream~Iike charm, 
Wild raoor-slieep feetling everywhere, 

Tliat was the scene, I knew it well ; 
i knew the turfy pati way’s sweep, 

That, winding o’er eacTi billowy swell, » 
Marked out the tracks of wandering sheep. 

Even as I stood with raptured eye. 

Absorbed in bliss so deep ami dear, 

A'ly hour of rest had fleeted by, 

And back came labour, bondage, care. 

• Emily Bronic. 
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r the SHRINE 

There is a ^hrine whose golden gate 
Was opened by the Hand of God ; 

It si|:ands serine, inviolate, 

Though millions have its pavement frc 
As tresli- as when the first sunrise 

Awoke the lark in Paradise. 

’Tis compassed with the dust and toil 
Of common days, yet should there fall 
A single speck, a single soil 

Upon the whiteness of its wall, 

1 he angels’ tears in tender rain 
Would make the temple theirs again. 

Without, the world is tired and old, 

But, once within the enchanted door 
1 he rnists of time are backward rolled," 
And creeds and qges are no more ; 

blit all the human-hearted meet 
In one communion vast and sweet. 

1 entery-all is simply fair, 

Nor incrnse-clouds, nor carven throne ; 
but m the fragrant morning air 
A gentle lady sits alone ; 

Toother ah ! whom should I see 
VVitnin, save ever only thee ? 

Digby Mackworih Dolben, 
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mother and son ’ 

Now slec'ps the {and of houses, *• 

and dead niglit liolds t lie stfe<34, 

And there thou Host, inv hahy, * 

and sleepest soft and sweet * ■' ’ 

Aly man is away for awliile, * 

but sate and alone wc lie 
And ,„,„e h«rcth ll,y hriatl, bul Ihv mother, 
and the moon lotdonu down from the sliv 
■ j twisle ol the town, 

jis It loolted on the. grass-edged road 
-fdl \wirnt with yesterday V sun, 
when I left my old abode ; 

Hand in haml with my love, 
that night of all nights in the vear ; 

\Vhen the nver of love o’ertlowed ’ 

5ind drowned all donl)t and fear, 

And Ave two Avere alone in the AA^orld, 
anil once it never again,* 
v\ e kncAv of the secret of earth 
and the htle of its labour and pain. 

Do amidst London T lift thee 
and hoAv little and light tliou art,* 

And thou AAathout hope or fear 
thou and hope of my heart 1 
Lo here thy body heginning, 

O son, and thy shul and thv’life f 
iiut how will it he if thou livest. 
r,Aml crest into the strife. 


* 
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And in love we dwell together 
when the man is grown in thee, 

^Vhen thy sweet speech I «hall hearken, 
and yet ’twixt thee and me 
iohall rise thi||: w’all of distance, 
that round each one doth grow, 
Andriuaketh it'diard and bitter 
each other’s thought to know ? 
iSow, therefore, while yet thou art little 
and hast no thought of thine own, 

] will tell thee a word of the world ; 
oi' the hope wlience thou hast grown ; 
(,)f the love that once begat thee, 
of the sorrow that hath made 
lliy little heart o^hunger, 
and thy hands on my bosom laid, 

'rhen mayst thou remember hereafter 
as whiles when people say 
All this hath happened before 
in the life of another day ; 

So mayst thou dimly remember 
this tale of thy motljer’s voice, 

A 2 oft in the calm of dawning 
I have heard the birds rejoice, 

As oft I have heard the storm-fvind 
go moaning through the wood ; 

And I knert that earth was speaking 
and the mother’s voice was good. 

Now, to thee alone wdll I tell it 
that thy mo^rer’s body is fair, 

In the guise of the country maidens 
who play with the sun and the air * 
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Who Ijave stood in the row of the reapers 
in the -:\ugust afternoon, 

Wh(.) have sat by thti^ frozen water ^ 
in the high day of the moon, 

,\Vljen the lights of tlie Christmas feasting 
were dead in the house on the hiif, 

And tlie wild geese gone to the salt-marsli^ 

Inn! left the winter still. 

"^'ea, 1 am fair, niy firstling ; , 

if thon couldst but remeniher me ! 

'^Fhe jtair that thy small liand eiutcheth • 
is a goodly sight: to see ; : ^ 

I am true, but rny'facei's a snare:';'" . 
soft and .deep' hire my eyes,. ' 

And they seem for nien’S'b^uiling 
fnlfilied with Ahe ..dreams' t)f me: wise, 

Kind afejiiy 'lips,'"antll they .look" 

' ' '' as. though'' my 'Soltl 'had'. learned ' ' 

Deep things I, have, never heard of. 

1, my face and nty liands are burned 
By the lovely son of the acres ; 
three nionths of Ixmdon town 
And thy birth -bed have bleached them indeed, 

“ But lo, where the edge of the gown ’* 

(So said’ thy faAer) “ is parting 
the wrist that is white as the curd 
From the brown of the hand that love, 
bright as the wing of a bird.” 

Huch is thy mother, O firstling, • 
yet strong as the maidens of old, ^ 

Whose sj.rears and who.se swords were the warders 
of hor«este.^i, of field and of fold. 
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Oft wcte my feet on the liighway, 
often they wearied the grass ; 

From dxi^k unto dusk of tlie summer 
three times in a week would I pass 
To the downs from the house on the river 
through tlie \’^aves of the blossoming corn. 
Fair then I lay -down in the even, 
and fresh I arose on the morn, 

And scarcqi in the noon was I weary. 

Ah, son, in the days of thy strife, 

If t)ay soul could but harbour a dream 
of the blossom of my life 1 
It would be as the sunlit meadows 
beheld from a tossing sea. 

And the soul should look on a vision 
of the peace that isAo be. 

Yet, yet the tears on my cheek ! 
and what is this doth move 
My heart to thy heart, beloved, 
save the flood of yearning love ? 

For fair and fierce is thy father, 
and^soft and strange are his eyes 
That look on the days that shall be 
with the hope of the brave and the wise. 

It was many a day that we laughed, 
as over the rs^eadows we walked, 

And many a day I hearkened 
and the pictures came as he talked ; 

It was many a day that we longed, 
and we lingerjfd late at eve 
Ere speech from speech W'as sundered, 
and my hand his hand could leave. 
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Then 1 wept when I was alone, 
and Hongcd till the daylight came ; 
And down the stairs 1 stole, 
and there was our housekeeping dame 
(No nioilier of me, the foundling) 
kindling the fire betimes "• 

■Hre the haymaking folk wentJPorth 
to thc_ meadows down by the limes ; 
All things 1 saw at a glance ; 
the quickening lire-tongues leapt * 

I hrough the crackling heap of sticks, 
and the sweet smoke up from it crept, 
And dtfse to the \ery hearth 
the low sun iloudctl the llfsor. 

And tite cal and her kittens played 
in the sun by the open dftor. 

'ilie garden was fair in the mornmg, 
and there in the road he stood 
Beyond the crimson daisies 
and the bush of southernwood* 

Then, sidef by; side ''together 


and tfie rest and sweet content i 


Son, sornjw and wisdom he taught me. 
and sore 1 grieved and learned ^ 

As we twain grew into one ; 
andfctlie heart within me burned 
With the verv hopes of his heart. 

Ah, son, it is piteorxs, 

But never again in my life 
s}r4i I <,lare to speak, io tliee thus ; 
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bo may these lonely words 
about thee creep and cling, 

These words of the lonely ^ight 
in the days of our wayfaring. 

Many a child of woman 
to-niglit is boi^ in the town, 

The d^esert of fcdly and wrong ; 
and of what and whence are they 

Many and many an one 

of wont and use is born ; 

For,ti husband is taken to bed 
as a hat or a ribbon is worn. 

Prudence begets her thousands ; 

good is a housekeeper'’s life, 
bo sluill 1 sell my bpdy 
that 1 may be matron and wife.” 

” And I shall endure foul wedlock 
and bear the children of need.” 
borne are there born of hate, 
many the children of greed. 

I, I too can be wedded, 
thou^gh thou my love hast got.” 

I am fair and hard of heart, 
and riches shall be my lot.” 

And all these are the good and th? happy, 
on whom the^world dawns fair. ^ 

0 son, when wilt thou learn 
of those that are born of despair 
As the fabled mud of the Nile 
that quickens ynder the sun 
With a growth of creeping things, 
nail dead when lust beffun ^ 


grown 
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EVn such is the care of Nature 
that man should never die, 

Thou%h she breed of the fools of the earth, 
and the dregs of tfte city stjt. • 

But thou, O son, O son, 
of very love wert born, H 
When our hope fnifiiled bred Jiope, 
and fear svas a folly outvoi-n, * 

On the eve of the roil and the battle 
all sorrow anti grief wc weighed, * 

We liopeti atui we were not ashamed, 
we knew and wc were ttot afraid. * 

Now wancth the night and the moon ; 
ah, son, it is piteous 
dliat never again in my Ijyfe 
shall 1 dare to speak to thee thus. 

But sure from the wise and the simple 
shall tlie mighty come to birth ; 

And fair were my fate, beloved, * 

BM be yet on the eartii 

^Vlien the world is awaken at last, 

and from mouth to mojith they tell 

Of thy love and thy deeds and thy valour* 

and thy ho{^ that nought can quell. ' 

WiUiam Morris, 

Lxxxn 

AIRLY BEACON 

Airly Beacon, Airly Beactfn ; 

^ the pleasant sight to see 
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While my love clmihed up to me ! 
T3eacou ; 

Uh the happv hours wc lav 
Deep m fei-i on Airly Beacoii, 

Courting tJu-oLigh the summer’s day ! 

Airlv Beacon ; 

Oh th£ M^eary haunt for me, 

All alone on Airly Beacon, 

With his .baby on my knee I 

Charles Kingsle 


LXXXIII 


THE TOYS 


My little Son, who look’d from thoimhi-fnl 
dismiss’d ^ ’ 

With hard words and unkiss’d, _ 

His Mother, who was patient, being dead 
I vished h”bet‘ hinder skep, 

But found him slumbering deen 

From hlfSSSg wet ' 

And I, with moan. 

Kissing away his tears. left others of roj own- 
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I" or, on a table drawn bessidc his head, 
fie had jut, within his reach, 

A box <ii counters an^ a red-vein’d stone, 

A piece of glass abraded by tlie beach 
And six or seven shells, 

A l^ottlc with bluebells '* 

And two hrcnch copper coins, ponged there with 
card'ul art, 

To comfort his sad heart. 

Ho when that nighi I pray’d 
i'o (md, I wept, and said : 

AJi, when at last we lie with tranced breath,* 

Aot vexing 'bhee in death, 

And thou rernernherest of what toys 

We made our joys, 

flow weakly understood, * . 

'Fhy great commanded good, 

Fhen, fatherly not less 

1 han I whom thou hast moulded from the clay- 
* I hou It leave Thy wrath, and say, 

“ I will be sorry for their childishness.” 

9 Coventry Patmore. 


OMAR’S LAAIENTi 


* Alas, Aat^Spring should vanish with the Rose ! 

^ ^ ’da-'T* ^ sweet-scented IManuscript should 

The Nightingale that in the branches sang 
Ah, wi^ericerand whither flown again, who knows ! 
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Ah Love ! could thou and I with Fate conspire 
To grasp this sorry Scheme of Things entire, 
Woukii^pt \ve shatter it tp bits — and then' 
Re-mould it nearer to the lieart’s Desire ? 

lAhoard Fif^sGcruld; 


LXXXV 


DREAMS 


It looks as if in dreams the soul was free, 

^ ^ No bodily limit cheeks its absolute ]>l:ty ; 
Then why doth it not use its liberi\’, 

And clear a certain way 
To further truth beyond the actual sea ? 

It is not so ; for when, with loosened grip, 

^ , lire warder sense unlocks the visible liold, 
Then will my soul from forth its chamber slip, 
An idiot blithe and bold. 

And into vacancy of folly skip ; 

Or aimless wander on the poppied floor 
Of gaudy fields, or, scarce upon the street. 
Return unto the grim, familiar door. 

And, coward, crave retreat, 

As who had never been outside before. 

What boots it that I hold the chartered^ sp^^ce. 
If I but fill it with th’ accustomed forms. 
And load its bj^eathless essence with the trace' 
Of casual-risen storms, 

And drag my chain along the lovely place 
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O, but if God would make a deep suspense, 

And d^aw me perfect from th’ adhesive sheath ; 
If all the veils and sw^ithings of pretence, 

Drupt from me, sunk beneath, * 

Then would I get me verv far from hence. 

• 

I’d come I 0 Him with one swift arrow-dart, 

• Aimed at the 5;enith of th’ o’erijroading blue ; 
Straight to the centre of His awful heart 
'i’he llight long-wingctl and true • 

Should bear me rapt through all the spheres that 
part. • : 

But as it is, it is a waste of rest. 

God uses not the occasion ; on the rock 
Stands prone my soul, a diver lean undrest, 

And looks, and fears the .snock, 

And turns and hides its shame with some poor 
sorry jest . 

Thomas Edward Broion^^ 


LXXTJVI 

LOST DAYS 

* % 

The lost days of my life until to-day, 

W’liut were tliey, could I. see thetji on the street 
f.ie as they fell ? Wonid they be ears of wheat 
Sov^ii once for food but trodden into clay ? 

Or goklen coins squandered and still to pay ? 
Or drops of blood dabbling the^uilty feet ? 

( h such spill water as in cireams must cheat 
Th<iinmd«ing throats of Hell, athirst alway ? 
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I do not sec them here ; but after death 
God knows T know the faces 1 shall sep, 

Each one a murdered self ^ with, low last breath. 
“ I am thyself,— what hast thou done to me ? ” 
“ And I — and I— thyself,” (lo I each one saitli,! 
“ And thou myself to all eternity ! ” 

«- Dante Gabf iel RossettL 


LXXXVII 


Say not the Struggle nought availeth, 

'Ehe labour and the wounds are vain, 

The enemy faints not, nor faileth, 

And as things have been they remain. 

If hopes were dupes, fears may be liars ; 

It may be, in yon smoke concealed. 

Your comrades chase e*en now the fliers, 
And, but for you, possess the field, 

G ■ ■ 

fi 

For while the tired waves, vainly breaking, 
Seem here no painful inch to^gain, - 
Far back, through creeks and inlets making, 
Comes silent, flooding in, the main, 

And not by eastern windows only, ^ ^ 
When daylight comes, comes in the light, 
In front, the sun climbs slow, how slowly, ' 
But westward, look, the land is bright ! 

Arthur Hu^h Ckugh. 
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THE PA'GAN WORLD ' 

In his cool hall, with haggard*eyes, 

The Roman noble lay ; » 

He drove abroad, in furious guise, * 
Along the Appian way. 

He made a feast, drank fierce and fast, 

And crown’d his hair with flowers-— * 
No easier nor no quicker pass’d 
The impracticable hours. 

The brooding East with^we beheld 
Her. impious younger, world-* 

The Roman tempest swelFd and swell’d, 
And on her head w’^as hurl’d. 

The East bow’d low before the blast 
In patient, deep disdain ; 

She let the legions thunder past, 

And plunged in thought again. * 

So frell sh» mused, a morning broke 
Across her spirit grey ; 

A conquering, new-born joy a'^oke, 

And fill’d her life with day. 

' Poor world,” she cried, “ so deep accurst, 
•That runn’st from pole to pole 
T'o seek a draught to slake thy thirst — 
seejj it in thy soul ! ” 
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She lieard it, the victorious West, 

111 croAvu and sword array’d ! 

She i'elt the void which, mined her breast. 
She siiiver’d and obey’d. 

She veilM^jer eagles, snapp’d her sword, 
And laid hei; sceptre down ; 

Ikr stalely purple she abhorr’d. 

And her imperial crown. 

She broke her flutes, she stopp’d her sport! 

Her artists could not please ; 

She tore her books, she shut her courts, 
She fled her palaces ; 

Lust of the eye and pride of life 
She left it all behind. 

And hurried, torn with inward strife, 

The wilderness to find. 

Tears wash’d the trouble from her face ! 
She changed into 

’Mid weeds and wrecks she stood— a place 
Qf ruin — but she sfniled ! 

Matthew Arnold. 


LXXXIX 


HE WOULD HAVE HIS LADY -SING 


Sing me the men ere this 
Who, to the gate that is 
A cloven pearl uprapt, 




of ^odei 11 Lyrics 

The big white bars between 
With dying eyes have seen 
'fhe sea of jasper, lapt 
About wifli crystal sheen ; ® 


And all the far pleasaiice 
'Wltere linked Angels* dance, 
With scarlet >vings tliat fall 
Magnilieal, or spread 
.Most SAveetly over-hcadj 
lii fashion tuitsicul. 

Of cadenced lutes instead. 


Sing me the town they saw 
Withouten iieck^or Haw, 

Aflame, more line than glass 
Of fair Abbayes the boast, 

Alore glad than wax of cost 
Doth make at Candlemas 
The Lifting of the Host : 

Wliere many Jvnights and Dames, 
With new and wondrous names,* 
Q|ie great Laudato Psalm 
Go singing dtnvn tlie street 
’Tis peace upon their feet, 

In hand his pilgrim pafm 
Of Goddes Land so .sw'eet : — 


Where iMuthcr Alary walks 
In silver lily stalks, ' * 

, Star-tired, moon-bedight ; 
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Where Cecily is seen, 

^\i(h Dorothy in green, 

And IMagduien all wliitc, 

'File Maidens of the Queen, 

Sing mi— the Steps untrod, 

1'hc 'Feinple that is God, 

Wliere incense doth ascend, 

Where mount the cries and tears 
Ot ail the dolorous vears, 

With moan that ladies send 
Of durance and sore fears : -- - 

And ilim who sitteth there, 

The Christ pf purple hair, 

And great eyes deep with ruth, 

Who is of ail things fair 
That shall be, or that were, 

The sum, and very truth. 

Then add a little prayer, 

That since all ihese be so, 

Our Liege, who doth us know, 

Would fend front Sathana®, 

And bring us, of His grace, 

To that His joyous place ; 

So wc the Doom may pass, 

And see Him in the Face. 

■ 

Digby Mackworth Doiben^ 






of Modem Lyrics 


THE BLESSED DAMOZEL 

The hicssed clamuzel leaned out 
Broin ilie goltl bar of ,f {eiwen ; 

Her eyes were deeper than the depth 
(.)i waters stilled at even ; 

Site hud three lilies in her hand, 

And the slai*s in ])er liair were seven 

IIci ro!)e, ungirt from clasp to hem 
Aio wrought ilov'crs ditl adorn, ' 

JHtt^ a tvhitc rose oi ATar^’’s gift, 

Fur service meetly w'orn ; 

Her hair that lay along her back 
Was yellow like ripe corn. 

Herseeined she scarce had been a dav 

, God’s choristers ; 

1 he wonder was not fet quite gone 
Fr(>m that still look of hers : 

Albeit, to 4ij[tem she left, her day 
Had counted as ten rears 
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It was the rampart of Clod’s house 
'riiat she was staiuling on ; 

By Clod built over the sheer depth 
'llie which is vSpace begun ; 

So high, tliat looking downward thence 
She scarce ^could see the sun. 

It lies in Heaven, across the licard 
( >f clhei , as a bridge. 

Beneath, the tides of day and night 
With dame and darkness ridge 

'Fhc void, as low as where tins earth 
Spins like a Crelful midge. 

AroimJ her, lot'ers, newly njct 
’Mid deathless love’s acclaims, 

Spoke evermore among themselves 
Their hean-reniembered names ; 

And the souls mounting up to Clod 
Went by her like thin ilames. 

And still she bowed herself and stooped 
Out of the circiingrcharm ; 

Uruil her bo.som must have made 
The bar she leaned on warm, 

And the lilies lay as if asleep 
Along her bended arm. 

From the fixed place of Heaven she saw 
Time like a pulse shake fierce ^ 

Through all the worlds. Her gaze still strove 
Within the gulf to pierce 

Its path ; and now she spoke as when 
The stars sang in their spheres. ^ «• 
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The sun was gone now ; the curled nioon 
like a little feather 

h lut terini( far dowji the gulf ; and tjow 
She spoke through the still weather. 

Her voice was like the voice th^ stars 
Had when they sang together. 

(AIj .sweet 1 Even now', in that bird’s song 
^ Strove jiot her accents there, 
fain to be hearkeiieii When those bells 
Possessed the midday air, 

Stn)ve n<»t her steps to reach my side * 
Down all the echoing stair ?) 

I w'isli that he were come to me, 

For he will come,” si)c«said. 

“ Have I not prayed in Heaven ? — on earth, 
Eoni, ra)rd, has he not pray’d } v 
Are not uvo prayers a jierfect strengtl'. ? 

And shall I fed afraid } 

# 

“ When round his head the aureole dings, 
And he is clothed in^'hite. 

I’ll take his hand and go with him * 
Trx,the dj^ep w'dls of light ; 

As unto a stream we w'ill step down, 

And bathe there in God’s sight. 

■ «* . 

“ We tw'o W'ill stand beside that shrine, 
Oocuk, withheld, unlrod, 

^yiiose lamps are stirred continually 
With prayer sent up to God ^ 

And see our old prayers, granted, melt 
13fech like a little doucl. 
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“ We two will lie i’ the sliadow of 
That living mystic tree 
Witliin w|iose secret growth the Dove 
la sometimes felt to be. 

While every i§:tf that His plumes touch 
Saith His Name audibly. 

r. 

“ Ana { myself will teach to him, 

_ ^ I myself^ lying so, 

'Fht songs i sing here ; which his voice 
Spall pause in, hushed and slow, 

And iind some knowledge at each pause, 
Or some new thing to know.” 

(Alas ! we two, w^e two, thou say’at ! 

Yea, one wast thoti with me 
That once of old. But shall Hod lift 
In endless unity 

The soul whose likeness with thy soul 
Was but its love for thee ?) 

** We two,” she said, ‘'‘will seek the grove.s 
Where the lady is, 

With her five handmaidens, whose names 
Are five sweet symphonies, ^ 

Cecily, Gertrude, Magdalen, 

Margaret and Rosalys. 

** Cirdewi^ sit they, with bound locks 
And foreheads garlanded ; - - 

Into the fine cloth w'hite like flame 
Weaving th<» golden thread, 

To fashion the birth-robes for them 
Who are just born, being dead. - 
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“ lie shall fear, haply, and bo dumb. 

'Fhen will 1 lay niy cheek 
To }»s, and. tell about our love. 

Not ojicc iibasl'Xid or weak ; 

And the dear ^Mother will approve 
My pritie, and let .me speak ^ 

“ iierself shall l>riiyu us, han^ in hatid, 

'Fo Uini roumi whom all souls ’ 

Kneel, the dear-ranjjfed inmumbcred heads 
Bowed with their aureoles : * 

Arul anuels ineeliny us shall sinjt 

'i'o their citiierns and citoles. * 

“ ‘Fhcrc will 1 ask of Christ the Fau'd 
’Fhus niuch for him and me : — 

Only l{> live as once on earth 
With Love,- -only to tie, 

As then awhile, for ever now 
'IMgether, 1 and he.” 

She gazed and listened and then said, 

I.ess .sad of speech than mild,— - 
“ All this is when he comes.” She ceased. 

The light thrilled towards her, fill’d « 

With angels in strong level, fiight. 

Her prayed, and she smil’d. 

(i saw her smile.) But soon their path 
Was vague in distant sphere^ : 

And then she cast her arms along 
Th« golden barriers, 

And laid her face between her hands, 

And wept, (I heard her t(^irs.) 

Dmiie Gabriel Rossef.fi, 
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MI^INERIMUS IN ^ CHURCH 

You promise }^*avens free from strife, 

Pure truth, and perfcci change of vriU ; 

But si^'cct, sweet is tliis hunum life, 

So sweet, I fain would breatlte it still ; 
onr chilly «stars 1 can forgo, 

'J’his tvarni kind work! is all 1 know. 

■ ■ ■ ■ fT • 

You say there is no substance here, 

One great reality above : 

Back from that void 1 slirink in fear, 

And child-like hide myself in Itne : 

Show me what angels feel. 'I’ill tb.eu, 

I clny^, a mere 'vreak man, to men. 

You bid me lift my mean desires 
From faltering lips and fiifiil veins 

To sexless souls, ideal f^uires, 

Unwearied voices, w^^rdless strains : 

My itiind with fonder we]c{)me owns 

One dear dead friend’s remembered tones. 

■ ■■ ■■ ■ ■■ 

Forsooth the present we must give 
To that whhh cannot pass away ; 

Ail beauteous things for which we live 
By laws of time and space decay. - -- 

But oh, the very reason why 

I clasp them, is because they die. 

William Cory. 
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xcn 

THE’OLD STOIC » 

Kiciii-h I bold ill liglit cstdSm, 

And Love 1 liuigh to syorn ; 

And lusl of fame was but; a dream, * 

’llsut vanisbetl with the morn : 

» 

And if I prav, the only prayer 
'riiat moves my lips for me * 

Is, “ Leave the heart tiiut now ! hear 
And jfive me Hherty ! ” 

Yes, as niy swift daw near their goal, 
’d’is all that I implore ; 

(n life and death a chainicss soul, "V 
With couraste to endure. 

Emily Bronte. 

x&ii ^ 

In sprimif and summer winds may blow, 
i\nd rains fall after, hard and fast ; 

The tender leaves, if beaten I|;^)W, 

Shine but the more for shower and blast. 

But when their fated hour arrives, 

When reapers long have left the field. 
When maidens rifle turn’d-up hives, 

4nd tl^eir last juice fresh apples yield. 
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A leaf' perhaps nuiy stili remain 
Upon some solitary tree, 

Spite of the wind and outlie rain , . " 

A thin^ you heed not if you see, 

r 

At lust it falls. Who cares ? Not one : 
Aiuj yet no power on earth can ever 
Replace the fallen leaf upon 
Its spray*, so easy to dissever. 

If^such be love, I dare not saj’. 

Friendship is such, too well i know ■ 
l^have enjoyed my summer tiay ; 

’ Fis past ; my leaf now lies below. 

\]' alter Savage Landot 


XCIV 

. «• ■ ■ ■ 

^ QUA CURSUM VENTUS 

As ships, becalmed at eve, that lay,- 
With canvas drooping, side bv side. 
Two towers of sail at dawn of day 
Are scarce long leagues apart descried ; 

When fell the rdght, upsprung the breeze. 
And all the darkling hours they plied, 
Nor dreamt but each rhe self-same seas 
By each was cleaving, side by side;; 
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i'7en St) ■ luit why the talc reveal 

Of ^hose whom, year by year luichangcti, 

^ Brief absence joineii anew to feel, ^ 
Astonnded, soul from soul estranged r 

At dead t»i night their sails werc^filleu, 

And ouwarti eat;h rejoicing i^ecred — , 

Ah, neither blanse, iior neither wiileil, 

Or wist, what first with dawn appeared ! 

To veer, hmv vain ! On, onward strain, 
Bivne ]''arks ! in ligrht, in darkness too^ 

I hioitgh w'mtis aitd tides one eomjtass gnides- 
fo that, and yt‘ur own strives, be true. 

But O Itliihe breeze ! anti*0 great seas, 
Thttugh ne’er, that earliest parting past, 

On your wide plain they join again, 

Together lead them home at last. 

One port, methought, alike they sought, 

One purpose hold wdTere’er they fare, — 

O bounding breeze, O Pushing sek ! 

At last, at last, unite them there ! 

’ Arihur Hugh Clough. 


" SONG 

The feathers of the willow 
Are half of them grown yellow 
Above the swelling stream ; 
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And rugjied are the liushes, 
And rusty now the rushes, 
^Aini wild the elojidcd gleam. 


I'hc tijistle iiow is older, 

Ills sialk begins to moulder. 


Ilis }>-:jad is white as snow ; 

I'he branches all are barer, 

Thp linnet’s song is rarer, 

'I'hc robin pipeth now, 

Richard Watson Dixon. 


NOVEMBER 



Aasi thine eyes weary ? is thy heart too sick 
1 o struggle any more with doubt and thought, 
Whose formless veil draws darkening now and 
thick ^ 

Acrose thee, e’en as smoke-tinged mist-wreaths 
brought 

Down a fair dale to make it blind and nought ? 
Art thou so weary that no w^orld there seems 
Beyond these rfour walls, hung with pain and 
dreams ? 


Look out upon the real world, where the moon, 
Half-way ’twixt4-<)ot and crown of these high trees, 
Turns the dead midnight into dreamy noon. 

Silent and fall of w^onders, for the breeze 
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Diod at tlic sunset, and no images, 

No hopes ot day, are left in sky or earth — 

Is it no{i>taii‘, and <>f most wondrous worth ? 

* ea, J have looked, and seen Novel iflter there ; 
, I he eliangeiess seal of change it seemed to lie, 
hair death of tilings dial, living uife’C, were fair ; 
hrigl'U sign of loneliness too grc:il for me, 

Strange image of the dread eternitv, 

In whose void jialienee how can these have part, 
'Ihese uutstrctclied feverish hands, \iiis restless 

■ Willuim Moms. 


LOST ON liO'Jdl SIDES 

As when two men have loved a woman well, 

Liich hating eacli, through Love’s anti Death’s 
deeeit ; 

Since not for either tins stark marriage-sheet ^ 
Ami the long pauses of tins \\edding-!>ell ; 

Yet o’er her grave the night and day dispel 
At last their feud forlorn, with cold and hea]^ ; 

Nor other than dear friends to death may fleet 
The two lives-ileit that most of her can tell : — 

So separate hopes, which in a soul had wooed 
I he one same i’eace, strove with erfch other long, 
And Peace before their faces perished since : 

So thro^igh that soul, in restless brotherhood, 

1 hey roam together now, aiul wind among 
Its tne-sireets, knocking at the du«ty innsf 

* Dante Gabriel Rossetti. 
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Heap cassia, sandal-buds and stripes- 
()f bibdanum, and alee-balls, 

Smeared with dull nard an Indian wipes 
From oi^ her hair : such balsam falls 
1 )own seaside mountain pedestals, 

tree-tdps where tired winds are fain. 
Spent with the vast and howling main, 

To treasure half their island-gain. 

And strew faint sweetness from some old 
Egyptian’s fine ’ivonn-eaten shroud 
Which breaks to dust when once unrolled ; 
Or shredded perfume, like a cloud 
From closet long to quiet vowed. 

With mothed and drop]>ing arras hung, 
IMouldering her lute and books among, 

<ls when a queen, long dead, w'as young. 

Robert Browning, 


\t:ix 

<7 SILENCE 

There is a silence where hath beervno sound ; 
There is a silence where no sound may be ; 

In the cold grave, under the deep, deep sea, 

Or in wide d^rt, where no life is found, 

Which hath been mute, and still must sleep 
profound. ' ' 

No voice is hushed, no life treads silently ; 

But cloud, andf'cloudy shadows wander free. 

That never spoke, over the idle ground. 




■m 


of Modern Lyrics 173 

But in green ruins, in the desolate walls 
Of antiqye palaces, where Man hath been. 
Though the, dun fox,4tr wild hyaena, c^lls, 

A*nd ftwls, that ilit continually between, 
xShrick to tlie coho, and the low w^ds moan, 
'i’here the true Silence is, self-conscious and alone. 

^Thomas Jhad. 


Not on sad Stygian shore, nor in clear shecji 
Of iar ElysiiUi plain, sha}} wc meet tho.se 
Among the dead whose piipils wc have l.teen, 

Nor those great shades whom we have held as foes ; 
NV) meadow {)f asphodel our^lcet shall tread, 

Nor shall we look each other in the face v 
dV) love or hate t^ach other being deai!, ^ 
liojung some jnaise, or fearing some disgrace. ^ 
Wc not argue, .saying “ ’Twas thus,” or 

” thus,” , , . 

Our argument’s whole dri,% w^e shall forget : 
WTo’s right, who’s wrong, ’twill be all one tv» u,s ; 
We shall not even know that we have met. 

Yet tjicet wt^shali, and part, and meet again, 
Where dead men meet, on lips of living nten. 

Spinel Butler, 



Fame i.s a food that dead men eat, 
^ lnn‘0 no stomach for such meat. 
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in little liglit and narrow room, 

They eat it in the silent tomb, 

With no kind voice oii comrade near 
To Did the feaster be of cheer. 

But frieiRlship is a nobler thing, — 

Of Friendship it is good to sing. 

'"For truly, when a man shall end, 

He lives in memory of his friend, 

Who doth his better part recall 
And of his fault make iuneral. 

Austin Dohson. 


T ; f '7 


ON A LUTE FOUN'D IN A SARCOPHAGUS 

What' curled and scented sun-girls, almond-eyed, 
\^h lotus blossoms in their hands and hair, 

Have made their swarthy lovers call them fair, 
With these spent strings, -(when brutes were deified 
And Alemnon in the sunrise sprang and cried, 
And kve-winds smote Bubastis, and the bare 
Black breasts of carven Pasht received the prayer 
Of suppliants bearing gifts from farmnd wide ! 

This lute has o^itsung Egypt ; all the lives 
Of violent passion, and the vast calm art 
That lasts in granite only, all lie dead ; ^ , 

This little bird of song alone survives. 

As fresh as when its fluting smote the heart 
Last time the brown slave w'ore it garlanded. 

Edm?:nd Gcsse. 
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« MAGNA KS’r VEIUTAS 

MkrI':, in this little Hay, » 

Full f)f luiniihuous life and great reprise, 

Where, twice <iay, '* 

'Gif pur|Kt.seiess, triad cjcean comes and g<tcs, 
i iider liitdi eHH's, anil far from the hiigelnwii, 
f sit me Jowjt. 

i'or want “'1’ me the world’s course*\vilI Tint i'aii ; 
Wiieri ail !ls work is dojic, the he shall rot ; 
rite ti'.nh is yrcal, a;i<l shall jmwail, ’ 

W in ti none cares whether it prevail or not. 

Cfwentry . Ptilmnyi , 


I . U C 1 1'ltR j N STARLIGHT v, 

0\ a starred niaht Prince Lucifer uprose. ' ^ 
’i’ircd nf Ins dark d.omiuion swung tlie fiend 
Above the rollinu’ ha.ll in cloud part screened, 
Where sinners hugged ihvir spectre of repose. 
Tkiur prey to his hot fit of pride were those» 

And ntjw upon his western wing he leaned, 

Now his hngi?hulk o’er Afric’s sands careened, 
Now the black planet shadow’ed Arctic snows. 
Soarintt thronuh wider zones that ijricked his scars 
With inernory f>f the old revolt from Awe, 

\ ie rca^lu'W.i a middle height, and at the stars, 
Which are the brain of heaven, he looked, and sank. 
Around the ancient track marche^, rank on rank, 

The armv of unalterable law, ™ 

,, ^ George Meredtth, 
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There rolls the deep wherf grew the tree. 

O edfth, what changes’ hast thou seen ! 

.I t where the long street roars, hath been , 

the stillness Of the central sea. 

The “hills are shadows, and they flow 

From form to form, and nothing stands ; 

„ melt like mist, the solid lands, 

Like clouds they shape themselves and go. 

But in my spirit will I dwell, 

And dream my dream, and hold it true ; 

For tho’ my lips may breathe adieu, 

I cannot think the thing farewell. 

Alfred, Lord Tetinyson^ 
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THE PILLAR OF THE CLOUD 

Leap, kindly Light, amid the encircling gloom 
Lead Thou me on I 

The night is dark, and I am far frCm hofne— 
Lead Thou me on ! 

Keep Thou r^y feet ; I do not ask to see 
The distant scene, — one step enough for me. 

I was not ever thus, nor pray’d that Thou 
Shouldst lead me on. 

I loved to choCse and see my path, but now 
Lead Thou me on 1 
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I loved the garish day, and, spite of fears. 

Pride ruled niy will : remember not past vears. 

,So long Thy powci*hath blest me, sis'e it still 
Will lead me on, 

O’er moor and fen, o’er crag and* torrent, til! 
'fhe night is gone ; 

And with the morn those angef faces smire 
Which 1 have loved long since, and lost awhile 

John Henry, Cardinal Newman 


wa'm WTioM IS no vari ah lioness, 

NErniER SHADOW OF TURN I NO ” 

Pr fortifies my soul to know 
That, though I perish. Truth ivS so : 

That, howsoe’er 1 stray and range, 
Whate’er I do, Thou dost not change. 

1 steadier step when*I recall 
That, if I slip, Thou»dost not fall. 

Arthur Hugh Clough, 


A SPIRIT haunts the year’s last hours 
Dwelling amid these yellowing bowers ; 

To himself he talks ; 

For at eventide, listening earnestly, 

At his work you may hear him sob and sigh 
the walks ; 
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Earthward he boweth the lieavy stalks 
Of the moulderiiig flowers : , 

Heavily hangs the brpad sunflower 
Over its grave i’ the earth so chilly ; 
Heavily hangs the hollyhock, , 

Heavi% hangs the tiger-Iily. 

The air is damp, and hush’d, and close, 

As a sick tnaii’s room when he taketh repose 
to hour before death ; 

Hy,very heart faints and my whole soul grieves 
At the moist rich smell of the rotting lem es. 
And the breath 

Of the fading edges of box beneath , 

/ind the year’s last rose. 

Heavily hangs ‘the broad sunflower 
^ Over its grave i’ the earth so chilh- ; 
Heavily hangs the hollyhock, 

Heavily hangs the tiger-lily. 

Alfred, Lord Tennyson 


ODE ON ADVANCING AGE 

Thou goest more and more 
To the silent things : thy hair is hoar, - 
Emptier thy weary face : like to the shore 
Far-ruined, and the desolate billow white, 

That recedes and leaves it waif-wrinkled, gap- 
rocked, weak. 
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I'he shore and the biHow white 

(b-oan, they cry and rest not ; they would speak, 

And call the eternal Night 

’’i o cease them fr)r ever, bidding new tilings issue 
From her cold tissue : 

Night that is ever young, nor knovvs decay, 
Though okler by eternity that! t\iey, 

(h) tlown upon the shore. 

The breakers dash, the stnitten spVay drops to 
■ t'iie roar ; 

'f'he spit upsprings, and drops auain, 

Where’er the while waves clash in the main, 

I'hcir sound is liut one : ’tis l!ie erv 
'That has risen t'roin of old to the sky, 

’Tis their silence ! " 

Go now from the shore 
Far-ruined : the grey shingly floor ^ 

To thy crashing step answers ; the doteril cries, 
And on dipping wing flics : 

’Tis their silence ! , 

And^thou, oh thou 

To that wild silence sinkest now. , 

No more remains to thee than the cry of silence, 
the cry n 

Of the waves, of the shore, of the bird to the sky. 

The bald eyes ’ncath as bald a brr^w 

Ask but what nature gives 

To the,in^irticulate cries 

Of the waves, of the sliore, of the bird. 

EaVtb in earth thou art being interred : 

No longer in thee lives 

The lordly pssence which was unlike all, 


" ^ ■' t1 
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That was thy flower of soul, the imperial 
Glory that separated thee ^ 

From all others that might b(^. 

Thy dog hath died before. 

Didst thou not mark him ? did he not neglect 
What roused his rapture once, but still loved thee ? 
Till, weaker grown, was he not fain reject 
Thy pitying hand, thy meat and drink, 

For all I'hou cnuld’st implore ? 

Then, at the last, how^ mournfully 
Did net his eyelids sink 
With wearied sighs ? 

He sought at last that never-moving night 
Which is the same in darkness, as in light, 

The closing of the eyes-. 

dealest us 

To thS^^elements : but no ! Resume thy pride, 

O nian, that musest thus. 

Be to the end what thou hast been before : 

The ancient joy shall wrap thee still — the tide 
Return upon the shore, r 

Richard Watson Dixon. 


PLAY THEN AND SING ! 

' r:' 

Play then and sing ; we too have played, 
We likewise, in tljat subtle shade. 

We too have twisted through our hair 
Such tendrils as the wild Loves wear^ 
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And heard what: mirth the Ahenads made, 

'rill the wind blew our garlamls bare 
And iftft their roses disarrayed, 

And smote the summer with straro^e air, 
And discngirdleti and discrowned 
'i'he limbs and locks that vine-wVeatlis bound. 

We too have tracked hy star-proof trees 
The tempest of the Thyiades 

Scare the loud night on hills that liid 
'fhe blood-feasts of the Bassarid, 

Heard tlieir Sf dig’s iron cadences ' 

fright the wolf hungering fr<un the kid, 
Outroar fhe lion-tliroated seas, 

Outchiile the north-wind if it chid, 

And hush the torrent -tongued ravines 
With thunders of their tambourines. 

Bnt tlie fierce flute whose notes acclaim 
Dim goddesses ((f fiery fasne, 

Cymbal and clamorous kettledrum, 

’['imbreis and tabrets, all are dumb 
That turned the high chili air to flame ; ^ 

The singing tongues of Are are numb 
That'callecHon Cotys by her name 
Edonian, till they felt her come 
And maddened, and her mystic face 
Lightened along the streams of Idrrace. 

■■■■■■■ ■■■'S' > ■ 

For Pleasure shmiberless an<l pale, 

And Passion with rejected veil, 

Pass, and the tempest-footed'''throng 
houfs that follow them with song 
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Till their feet flaf? and voices f-iil, 

And lips that were so loud so lonq 
Learn silence, or a \vearier wail ; ' 

So keen is change, and tiine so strong, 

To weave the robes of life and rend 
And weave agal^i till life have end. 

But weak is change, but strengthless time, 

'Fo lake the light from heaven, or climb 
i he hills dt heaven with wasting feet. 

Songs they can stop that earth found meet. 

But tile stars keep their ageless rhymte ; 

blowers they can slay that spring thought sweet. 
But the stars keep their spring sublime ; 

Passions and pleasures can defeat. 

Actions and agonies control, 

And life and death, but not the soul. 

Because man’s soul is man’s God still, 

WlTat wind soever waft his will 
Across the waves of dgy and night 
_ To port or shipwTeck,^left or right, 

- By shpres and shoals of good and ill ; 

And still its flame at mainmast height 
Through the rent air that foam-flakers fill ' 
Sustains the indomitable light 
Whence only inan hath strength to steer 
Or helm to handle without fear. 

Save his own soul’s light overhead, 

None leads him, ^ and none ever led, 

Across birth ’s'‘hidden harbour-bar, 

Past youth where shoreward shallows are,*t 
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Through age that drives on tov\ard the red 
\"ast void of sunset hailed lh)ni far, 

To thJ; equal waters of the dead ; 

Have his own seal he hath no star, 

And sinks, except his own soul guide, 
liehnless in middle turn of tide"* 

No blast of air or fire of sun 
Purs fuit the light whereby we r’un 
Willi girdled loins our lanqilit race, 

And each from each lakes heait of grace 
And spirit till his turn he dmie, ■> 

And light of face from e;ich manV. lace 
In whom the light of trust is (me ; 

Since only souls that keep their place 
By their own light, and v«,ilch things roll, 
And stand, have light for anv soul. 

» ■■ ' 

A little time we gain from time 
To set our seasons in some ehinie, 

For harsh or sweet or loud or low, 

With seasons played “but long ago 
And souls that in their i;ime and prime 
Took part with summer or with snow,** 
Lived abjec^ lives out or sublime, 

And had their chance of seed to sow 
For service or disservice done 
To those days dead and this The!^- son. 

A little time that ivc may fill 
©r with such good works or such ill 
As loose the bonds or make iliem strong 
Wherein all manhood suffers wrong. 
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By rose-hung river and light-foot rill 
Tliere are who rest not ; who think long 
Till they discern as from a hill 
At theesun’s hour of moi'ning song, 

Known of souls only, and those souls free, 
The sacred spaces of the sea. 

h. -Algernon Charles Swinburne 


I STROVE with none, for none was worth my strife, 
Nature I loved and, next to Nature, x%tt 
I warm’d both hands before the fire of life ; 

It sinks, and l am r^^ady to depart. 

: Walter Savage Landor. 


^ DIRGE IN WOODS 

A WIND sways the pines, 

And below 

Not a breath of wild air ; 

Still as tfie mosses that glow 
On the flooring and over the line| 
Of the roots here and there 

The pine-frree drops its dead ; 
They are quiet as under the sea. 
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Overheuci, overhciid 
Rushes life in a race, 

A^s the clouds the clouds chase ; 

Andwego, ’’ 

And we drop like the fruits of the tree, 
Kven we, 

Hven so. ' . , 

(ircurgc Alvrediih 



A FAREWEL1> 

Flow down, cold rivulet, (o the sea, 
Thy tribute wave ckhver ; ‘ 

No more by thee my steps shall be, 

For ever and for ever. ' 

Flow, softly flow, by lawn and lea, 

A rivulet then a river : 

No where by thee my steps shall be, 

For ever and for -ever. 

.!<)■■■■ 

But here will sigh thine alder tree, 

" And here thine aspen shiver ; 

And here by thee will hum the bee, 

For ever and for ever. 

■'<> ' 

A thousand suns will stream on thee, 
'A'thousand moons will quiver ; 

But not by thee my steps shall be, 

For ever and for ever. 

, Alfred, Lord Tennyson. 
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THE CHOICE 

' ■ ■ fT. ■ 

Think thou and act ; to-morrow thou shall die. 

Outstretched irfthe sun’s warmth upon the shore,' 

Thou say’st : “ Man’s measured path is all gone 
o'Er : 

Lip all his years, steeply, with strain and sigh, 

Man domb tfmtil he touched the trutit and I, 

Even 1, am he whom it was destined tor.” 

How ^should this be r Art thou tiicn so much 
more 

I'han they who sowed, that them sho’.ildst reap 
thereljy r 

Nay, come up hither. From this wave-washed 
nraiuid 

Unto the furthest {lood-britn look with me ; 

Tli^n reach on with thy thought till it be drown’d, 

Miles and miles distant thouglt the last line be, 

And though thy soul 'sail leagues and leagues 
beyond, — >- 

Still, iCagues beyond those leagues, there is more 
sea. 

Dante Ga£nel Rossetti. 


cxv 

No coward soul is mine, 

No trembler in the world’s storm-troubled sphere : 

I see fleaven’s glories shine, 

And faith shines equal, arming me from fe^. 
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O God within my breast, 
Almighty, ever-present Deity 1 

Life— -that in me has rest, 

As I — undying Life — have power in "Thee ! 


Vain are the thousand creeds 
That move men’s hearts : unutterably vajn 
Wortliless as withered needs, 

Or idlest froth amid the boundless main. 


Tf) waken doubt in one 
Holding so fast by 'Thine infinity ; 

So surely anchored on 
The steadfast rock of immortality, . 

With wide embracing love 
Thy Spirit animates eternal years, t 

Pervades arid broods above, 

Changes, sustains, dissolves, creates, arid rea^, 

Though earth^and man were gone 
And suns and universes- ceased to be, 

And Thou were left alone, 

Every, existi^nce \vould exist in Thee. 

I’here is not room for Death, 

Nor atom that his might could render void : 

^ Thou — -Thou art Being and Breath, 
And what Tiiou art may never be destroyed. 

r^mily Bronte. 
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CXVI ... 

- EARLY SPRING 

ONCii^Lnorc the Heavenly Power 
iMakes all things new. 

And domes the red-plow’d hills 
With loving blue ; 

The blackbinls have their wills, 
'Phe throstles too. 

Opens a door in Heaven ; 

From skies of glass 

A Jacob’s ladder falls 
On greening grass, 
f And o’er the mountain-walls 
Young angels pass. 
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O follow, leaping ]-)iood, 

The season’s lure ! 

O heart, k'ok down and up 
Serene, secure, 

\\arni as the crocus ciu^, 
fdkc snowdrops, pure i 

Past, Fxiturc glimpse and fade 
Thro’ some slight spell,' 

A gleam from yonder vale, 
Some far blue fell, 

Aiul sympathies, lunv frail, 

In sound and smell 1 


'Pill at thy chiieidlHi note, 

Thou twinkling bini, ^ 

The fairy fancies range, ' 

And, lightly stirr’d, 

Ring little bells of change ’ 

From word tp word. 

For now the Heavenly Power 
Makes all things new, 

Anri thaws the cold, and fills 
The ilower with dew ; 

The blackbirds have thc*^ wills, 

The poets too. 

*' Alfred y Lord Tennyson. 




SUMMARY OF BOOK I ’ 

('I'liE VicTOFiiAN Age) ’ 

A (ii'XLKATioN wl'i'ch has reacted with sotyvc 
violence iVoin the liicr.iry uiculs and standards 
of the Vielorian at’e, and has disparaged the 
longer and more ambitious works of its poets, 
has never had the hardihood to deny the great- 
ness of tliat age’s achievement in lyric poetry. 
As we pass from Palgrave’s Book IV., the age of 
Wordsworth, Shelley, Byron, and Keats, there is 
no breach of eonlinuity and no real f;ii]ing-?)ff. 
The inikienee of the pr^tceding age is strongly 
felt — of Wordsworth in Arnold and Clough, of 
Keats and Byron in Tennyson, of Sheikiy in 
Swinburne and Christina Rossetti. Yet the poetry 
is always individual and also characteristic of its 
own time ; there is more subtlety and complexity 
than ever before ; a continual r^aching-out to 
fresh things in artistic experiment ; e}ab(jrate 
portraitwo or pictorial description, or new 
metrical elfects ; a seeking to express finer shades 
of feeling till the .sense almost swoons away in 
music. It is an age of scientific advance and 
mechaa^ical invention ; but of this there is scarcely 
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193 Summary of Book I 

an echo here. It is also an age to which historical 
studies have brought a more vivid realisation of 
the vanished past, whether^of classic (l., lxxi., 
ni.) or of Tnediffival times (xvii.) or of the Eliza'- 
bethans (nv.), ^Sympathy with Nature is as deep, 
as in Wordsworth, though there is not the same 
assurance that ‘V Every flower enjoys the air it 
breathes ’v are traces of “ sick fatigue’' *' 

and “ languid doubt ” (lXviil) ; creeds are 
shaken, and tEe poet’s faith, even when it triumplis, 
is assuredly not light-hearted (lxxxyil, xnv., 
cxiv,, cxv.). The world seems growing bid (fix., 
cxti.), though Nature and Poetry ever renew their 
vouth (i,, cxvl). 

j. iL F. 




NOTES 


Poeins in this cuI5cctii>n are referred tu h'V I^.»nan 
miuu-rai:! ftiupply ; poetii:, in I'algrave (the aiiihorised 
calif ion, !U)t incomplete repiiotsS liv tire ietterh (j/F. 
anti ordinary munerals. 0,lh\'. (Jxfvrd il'iult uj l Vr.v, 
Notes by Air. llincou are in inverted eoninias, 
followed by the initial {11.). ^ 

Ahtyc . — A few cjf the classical names for nretrical 
feet, familiar to nearly all English poets, are i#sed in 
these notes for convenience : but their use does<^ot 
imply that English verse (outside some rare experi- 
ments) is cjiuintitative : syllables marked long ) 
are stressed syllables, syllables marked short (v) are 
unstressed. 

I. The myrrh -tree {Sahamodendron myrtM) is 
a‘’real ‘ unfabled ’ tree in Arabia, though the pneensx 
i.s mythical. X^tis bird was believed to live for 
500 years for for 100, as in this poem) and then 
to burn itself in a nest of the myrrh-tree ; from 
its ashes a, new jtlKcnix aro.se to btv itsi successor. 
It is a favourite Vsird of tlie older English poets, 
rcceitingo^plendid commemoration in Hhahespe.are 
and Alilton. C.p. rxxii. for an application of the 
inuigt' of the phfcnix and the nest of spices. St. i, 
clialicing: offering its flower-chaiicds (Lat, calkcs, 
buds) to fill the air with .secitt, 

“ Frc/aa Nepenthe, privately printed in or about 
t9d > O 
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1839 ; a strange and difficult poem, rich in imagina- 
tive splendours ” (B,), By setting this excerpt 
first in his anthology, the editor suggestr the per- 
manence poetic inspiration, renewing itself ja 
each succeeding age. V" 

George DAip.EY (1795-1846) was a poet, critic, 
and mathematwian, whose verse was admired by 
Charles Lamb. , 

II. By the simple device of setting the trhtef* 
pauses in the : middle of the rhymed octosyllabic 
couplet jnstGad,' of at the end, Morris has ’ given 
this familiar metre a character quite different from 
thatwhich it wears in Scott, Wordswoith, or Byron. 
Other characteristics are (i) the simple but vivid 
epithets of colourj (2) the preference for Teutonic 
over Latin words. The version here given is from 
Foams by the Way t a slightly different version is 
in The Life and DeatJf of Jason, Bk. W . 

in. T'he poet dreads the failure of imagination. 
Wiffi this invocation of Fancy cp. Keats’s poem, 
“ Ever let the Fancy roam ” (G.T. 318), Tennyson’s 
yortMiA OdeyU Memory, and, on a loftier plane, 
the opening: lines of Pamdfse Lost, Bk. III. 

R. W. Dixon (183 3*- 1900) was a schoolfellow 
of Edward Burne-Jones at King Edward’s School, 
Birmingham, and a friend of Burne-Jones apd 
W. Morris at Oxford. He was afterwards a Minor 
Canon of: Carlisle Cathedral, and Cvrote'a history 
of the English Reformation besides several volumes 
of poems. 

iv.^ The poetess seeks to justify her choice of 
rnystic communion with the Unseen as J:hg supreme 
aim of her life. Fler own soul can grant her 
prayer because, by withdrawing into her •■own 
thoughts, she *‘can command the divine visions 
that come. LI. and cxv. should be read along 



her powerful novel, Wuthering Heights, md a few 
\-cry remarkable poems. Matthew Arnold wrote 
her as pn,e , 

whose soul 

* Knew no fellow for mijdjt, 

^ 

Daring, since Uyron died ; 

and Swinburne thouglit her a greater genius than 
her sister Charlotte. , 

V. 'piere is something of Shelley, and something 
possibly of i ennyson and of E. A. Poe, iif these 
verses, which nevertheless seenr based upon a real 
experience of Arnold’s own— perhaps the strong 
attraction of the Swiss girl Alarguerite, the tlienie 
or several of his lyrics : see XLix. 

VI. In the spirit of Michael Angelo’s Sibyls, 
tlw heathen prophetesses who alternate w*itk the 
Hebrew prophets in the Sistine Chapel, Rossetti 
conceives .a prophetess of Beauty, bearing a aalm 
in mken of supremacy. With Rossetti the pursuit 
of beauty is a restless passion, very different from 
the serene joy that is reached in Keats’s Ode on a 
Grecian Urn (“ Beauty is .Truth, Truth Beautyp 
this IS all Ye know on earth arid all ve need to 
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Notes 


If' 


‘pathetic fallacy’: the song is in nian’s heart, 
not in external nature. As Coleridge said : 

■# . ... 

We receive but Avhat wg give, 

And in our life alone does Nature live. • 

We may compare the fine description of the sound* 
made by the dry heather-bells in autumn on 
‘ Egdf^r Heath ’, pin Hardy’s Return of the Native, 
fik. .I.ch. vi.-;- 

vm. The poet is a reed out of which the gods 
fashion a musical instrument, but Pan (the Pagan 
god of Nature) is heedless of the suffering through 
which* the instrument is perfected : most poets 
(as Shelley says) “learn in suffering what they 
teach in song”. Metre . — Four accents in lines 
I, 3, 4, 5, three accents in lines 2 and 6 of each 
stanza. The feet are piiostly dactyls and trochees, 
but a fine effect is got by the monosyllabic feet in 
the firs# line of stanza 6. 

Tennyson’s Lotos^Eaters was one of the chief 
poems in his first important volume, 1833. It is 
foufided on an episode in the wanderings of 
Odysseus (Ulysses) on i^is homeward voyage from 
Troy, as related in Bk. IX. of I-Iomer’s Odyssey. 

. The Choric Song, here printed without the intro- 
ductoA' narrative in Spenserian stanzas, is seen 
to be complete in itself and one ^f the^ greatest 
English Odes in irregular rhymed verse, In its 
doctrine it is far from representing Tennyson’s 
deliberate philosophy of life : for that we should 
go rather to his noble poem of But the 

song of the Lotos-Eaters gives perfect utterance > 
to that mood of weariness into which We can all 
enter sympathetically, and for which poetry *and 
music may somltimes helpfully find an outlet. It 
is the same mood which is expressed by Despair 
in Bk. I. Canto IX. xxxix.-xl., of the Faerie ^ueene. 
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St. 2 , the first of things : the highest of creatt’d 
tliiogs. .St. 5 , urn of brass : the Homeric (jrecks 
biH'ned aiieir dead. St. 6, the island, princes; who 
^tc the substatice of Pdysscus in Ithaca during his 
long absence, and wooed his wife Fenefope, St. 8, 
with an etiual mind : Ijut. aequo miimo, calmly and 
delil)erutely. like gods ; the Epicurean view of the 
gods, adiipted by Lucretius in his great poem, Dc 
verum ?iatura, (.'.ibserve the sudden ehangt' from 
a slow languorous rhythm to swiff impetuous 
inovenuait in the. middle of st. 8 ,(“ Flight and 
famine . . 

X. in strong contrast to the pessimism , of the 
Lotos-Eaters rings the optimisnj of DaN’id’s song 
(s(‘ction Q of Bnnvuing’s fine dramatic lyric of 
Sunt). The king’s dark melancholy is charmeti 
away by the strains of the youthful shepherd 
harper, reminding him of*t.he joys of living and 
the greatness of his royal destiny. 

XI. Sir Edmund Gosse calls this poem JEtnily 
Bronte’s “ most characteristic utterance ”, and 
says that the last two stanzas ” contain iji its 
quintessence the peculiar doctrine that it was her 
mission to preach the shadowy region : the 
realm of abstract thoughts (cp. li., by the^ .same 
writer), high morality; lofty Stoical* idealsS 
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time, for we know that the same wind will be 
blowing in future ages, and the poet’s mind is 
iired tp emulation. The thought in Shellty’s Ode 
to thi' West Wind IS not unlik% this. Cp. Cowper ’a 
3 ardley Oafi. x » 

John Clare (i793"'i864), the Northamptonshire • 
peasant poet, m^tired originally by the reading of 
i homson s obtained some recognition in 

his iif^ime, and '®'’as for ya while prosperous in a * 
humble way, but sank into poverty, depression 
pid despair, ind was for his last twenty years an 
inmate of Northampton Asylum. 

xm. .The sonnet Sibylla Palmifera (vi.) was 
written to interpret a picture painted by Rossetti 
himselt ; this one is written on a painting by the 
Venetian Giorgione (1478-isio) in the Louvre. 
Kossetti was only twenty-one when he wrote this 
one of the most beauflful of his sonnets and of 
all sonnets. That he did not attain this perfection 
withfmtNabour may be seen by comparing the 
openHig lines of the sonnet as it originally appeared 
in 1 he Germ, 1850 : 

^^er, for anguish of the solstice,— yea, 

Oyer the vessel’s mo«th still widening 
dipt to let the water in 

* Blue, and deep away 

1 he heat lies silent at the brink of day. 

solstice . the summer solstice, midsCimmer. the 
whole of pleasure ; pleasure is fully realised : 
there is nothing more to hope for ; satiety has 
begun, this ; «ie consciousness that joy is fleet- 
ing : do not let her thoughts pass to this : let the 
moment of perfection be perpetuated by *ar?. See 
Keats s Ode on a Grecian Um (G.T. 328) for, a 
similar thought. ^ ' 

Christina Rossetti (1830-1894), sister of 
■U. Cr. Rossetti, was, with the exceptietn of^frs. 
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Browning, the most considerable poetess of the 
nineteenth century, and far more perfect in her 
art, tho»gh she never reached the greatness of 
^er contemporary’s Sifnncts from the Portuguese. 

XV. No English lyric surpasses tins in pure 
’music. It is the opening song Caiito IV. of 

The Princess. “ Written after hearing the echoes 
, at Killarney in 1S4S. When I jvas there 1 heard 
a bugle blown beneath the ‘ Eagle’s Nest*', and 
eight distinct echoes ” (Tennyson’s note), 

XVI. It t’ias a happy idea to set *r/?r Forsaken 

Merman an«.l The Lady of Shaioit side by side. 
For, unlike as they are, they have this in common : 
each is its author's greatest achievement in jiiciorial 
imagination and in t’nc perfection of the musical 
accompaniment. Arunher point of likeness is the 
pathos of the half-human soul of the Merman 
and of the life among .shadows from which the 
lardy of Shalolt emerges, not so much into reality 
as into an exquisitely woven tapestry like he?;, own 
“ magic web rvith colours gay Metre . — Note 

the contrast between the slow spondaic movement 
of “ The hoarse wind blows coldly ” and the 
quick anapaestic movement of " Over banks of 
bright seaweed 

’ XVII. The first of Tennyson’s studies (osiginalK* 
pubtiahfd, 18^3} in the Arthurian cycle of legends, 
l ie gave anomcr version of the legend later in the 
story of “ Elaine, the lily -maid of Astolat ”, who 
dies of her love for Sir Lancelot. Ft. L, Oamelot: 
King Arthur’s legendary capital. 'Willows whiten : 
by shoYi^^g the underside of the leaf, nnhail’d : 
without being called to. Pt. II., pad: pony. Ft. 
JIL, 0 alaxy: the Ivlilky Way. bearded meteor: 
shooting-star with trail of light abehind, ‘‘ Tirra 
iirra ” : the light-hearted song of the lark in Winter's 
Tale,wv. 3. 
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XVIII ^ Specially characteristic of Robert Brown- 
ing's genius is the dramatic monologue, in which 
a story, a situation and a character find expression 
together. Some of his moqplogues are in blank- 
verse, othefs take the more concentrated form of 
a lyric. Among the most vivid are this and Por-, 
phyria's Lover ^Kxni.). The scene of the imagin- 
ary story is Paris under the Ancien Regime, i.e. 
seventeenth or eighteenth century. Rossetti (who ^ 
also made a drawing to illustrate xvii.) took this 
poem for the, subject of a water-colour. Metre . — 
The lines are made tip of dactyls and trochees, 
with an optional extra syllabic or two .syllables 
at the’beginning of the line. Browning’s i ersc is 
not always the perfect vehicle for his thought, but 
here the _ swift movement magnificently conveys 
the feverish excitement of the speaker, exulting 
in the anticipation of, revenge upon a successful 
rival. 

XIX. %.matunis, luSit. fut. part, of amo^ ‘ Ready 
to love’. William Cory (1823-1892), an Eton 
master, whose thin volume of verse, lonica, includes 
this poem and xci. His portrait is sketched in 
Sir H. Newbolt’s peer*, lonicus. These verses 
have some affinity to Coventry Patmore’s An^el in 
•the Hot^e, and to Praed, but also to the best Greek, 
and Latin elegiac verse, of which he was an accom- 
plished student, by Muses moulded « moulded by 
the Muse of Sculpture, who inspired Pheidias and 
the other artists of Hellas. Hemes: in ancient 
art carries a wsmd with a touch of which he can 
give or take away sleep and with which he conducts 
the souls of the dead to the lower regionif. 

XX. Coventry Patmore (1823-1896) achieved 
his best as a p»et in his Odes, which, without 
direct imitation, finely recall such seventeenth- 
century poets as Vaughan and Caashaivt and 
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showed the way to sonic of Francis Thompson's 
nobJest utterances. prtBvernal : coining before 
die Sprf!ig. sequester’d . . . defeat : the over- 
r4‘tmenient of Dcsir?' choosing deliiiNirately to 
savour and yet abstain from the gratification which 
is within Ins power. Avoids thfte of: releases 
tlu‘0 Jrom. skarpness; acridity, austerity, with 
dead . . , : Larth s heart i.s fiUedi» witli aspimtions 
aiiei austerity, which will never talie wingj but 
are like young birds that perish in the nest for 
Jack oi tiu'ir ]>arents. • 

\xt. An exquisite series of dream - pictures. 

Noting iaivcs dream iN always (if piaiVction-- 
peilixt beauty, perfect music, jierfect silence. * 

uH'atiwhne the seasons of hum:in liiV; as well as 

oi the year — pass on their way, and the perfection 
is unrealised and unrealisablg on earth : in II. 37- 
40 there is a hint of a deeper fountain of beauty, 
poppied death : the poppy symbolises sleep and 
^ oblivion. Metre. — Wliether the scheme sets Ihe 
rliyming words so far apart that the effect is lost, 

IS a question readers will settle for ihemseh^s ; 
but any who takei the trouble to become familiar 
, with the poem will find t?ie music growing upon * 

them as they le.arn to expect the rhvme.s in the » 
rjght place. ' * 

XXII. IJen Jqnson might almost have written the 
first three lines, which in their triumphant rapture 
recall iv^lhine; so much as See the chariot at 
hand here oi i^nve ’ (O.Ti.V. 18S) ^ but he could 
hardly have attained the simple puritv of the lines * 

• that follr^v., 

« _ X.X11T. The first chorus in Swinburne’s AtaJavta 

m Calydon, perhaps the finest of a}! plays written 
in English in direct imitation of CJreek drama. 

It is a a'leliration of Spring and the joys of Nature 
m the norm "of a hymn to Artemis, the Greek 

• 
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huntress-goddess, motlier of months: the first 
month of the year, nightingale; in Greek 
legend, Tereus, king of Thrace, married Procne, 
daughter ©f Pandion, king' of Athens. Procije 
lamented her separation from her sister Philomela. 
Sent to Athenaiito bring Philomela, Tereus fell irr 
love with her, and when she refused his advances, 
cut ciit her tonj^e and shut her up in a castle ; 
but Procne learnt the truth, and in revenge^ the' 
two sisters slew Tereus -s son Ityius, and offered 
his flesh to^ Tereus at a banquet. Tereus was 
changed by the gods into a hoopoe, Philomela 
into St nightingale, Procne into a swallow. Msenad, 
Bassarid, Bacchanal : all names for the women- 
votaries of Bacchus. 

XXIV. Love, as the strongest of passions, stirring 
man’s nature to its depths, produces both the 
greatest happiness and the greatest misery of which 
we artv capable. Metre . — Six accents in each line ; 
the«gencral effect is trochaic, but in the penultimate 
couplet an extra unaccented syllable at the beginning 
turns the lines into the slower movement of six 
iambics. The close echo of the first line of each 
couplet in the second* makes the opposition in 
thought more striking. 

xx'V^ The true lover finds his Heaven in the 
Beloved : her speech is music of the ^heavenly 
choir, her eyes have the depth of the sky, her body 
is the sanctuary of her soul. But all Beauty passes : 
we triumph oxer this doom only by never losing 
the rapture ot our first love and never forgetting 
the brevity of the joy vouchsafed p ,us. the 
Seer: Emanuel Swedenborg (1688-1773). 

XXVI, The se^-reproach of a lover, whose g&ilty 
consciousness or faithlessness to the old love mars 
his happiness in the new, has never been more 
finely expressed. Arthur O’SHAUGfiNESS’f’ (1844- 
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1881) %yas a I^ondoncr of Ii-jsh descent, who spent 
most of his life in the sendee of the British Museum ; 
his lyrics*\vere greatly admired by F, T. Palgrave. 

♦xxvn. With this character of a modean English- 
woman we may compare Wordsworth’s portrait of 
his wife (“She was a phantom of •delight”, G.T, 
217I1 and Stevenson’s “ My Wife In Meredith’s 
jpveraes the inner rhymes give an «additional swift- 
ness, as of ardent conviction, 

xxviTi. I’hero would he little use tr>'ing to 
find a philosophy of life hidden in this song. It 
is a deftly woven pattern of words and so^inds, 
in which the lover expresses his delight in loving 
and his delight in singing : 

'fbe fairy faiicies range, 

And, lightly stig-’d, 

Ring little bells of change 

From word to w'ord. (cxvi.) , 

xxix. The lover would fain lose his separate 
individuality, become wholly absorbed in jjhc 
beloved, but the linilc bounds of our nature can- 
not be so transcended — w*e remain separate, the 
yearning is unfulfilled (cp.’ Arnold in XLix,). The 
lesson seems to be conveyed in the scenery ^f the * 
Campagna, the Italian plain to the south of Rome — 
the life of flowers and insects, so full of heat and 
energy, yet so brief, and the ruins that speak at 
once of eternity and of the brevity of the human 
generations, # 

1 xxx.-x:5ixij. Three numbers from the sonnet- 
sequence wdiich Elijcabeth Barrett w’rotc to her 
lover Robert Browming, They were not pub- 
lished, nor even shown to *him, *till after their 
marriage. Their modest title, Sonnets from the 
Poriugmse (1^50) w’as chosen to disguise their 
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intensely personal nature. _ The 44 sonnets are 
*. Mrs. Browning’s highest achievement in poetry. 

xxxin. Porphyria’s lover, driven mad by jealousy, 
has murdffred her ; and wilh the openness which 
is as characteristic of madness in some phases, 
as secrecy is €n others, he sets forth the story 
of the criniey as if it were the most natural thing 
in the world. ^Rhyming stanzas of five octo-^, 
syllabic lines, ; there is not always a pau-se"^ 

at the end of a stanza. 

T, . ' ' 

XXKI^, From The Triumph of Time, the first 
forty# stanzas of the poem being omitted. L. r: 
the singer is the French troubadour Rudel, who 
fell in love with the Countess of Tripoli from the 
report of her ; sailed to Syria, fell sick on the way, 
and saw his lady but to die in her arms” (B.). 

St. I, midland sea : *l\'Iediterranean. St. 7, heft: 
pressure ; Love heals the wound, but it is Love 
that iifi'licts it akso. Metre, — Four accents in each 
line. We may treat the lines as made up of iambs 
(>->“) and anapaests but it is better to 

regard them as trochees (->-’) and dactyls ( — '^) # 
with an extra-metrical unaccented syllable, or even 
* two syllables, allowed occasionally at the beginning 

^ " of th<j. line. 

XXXV. By the side of the lament of the plover for 
the bliss wholly denied him (xxxiv.),*the anthologist 
has set the weary agony of the forsaken girl in 
the lonely hoii^e. In word-magic and word-music 
Swinburne’s ;^em is the finer of the two. “He 
is a reed”, said Tennyson of hiirij “through , 
which all things blow to music.” But in sym- 
I pathetic intensity (the poet entering into « the ' 

feelings of his^ heroine) and in the marvellous 
\ pictorial power with which the house and its sur- 

roundings are imagined Tennyson’s poesa soars 
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far beyond Swinburne’s reach. In three lines o- 
St. 6 (‘*<,)Id faces glimmered through the doors” 
ole.) the* eeriest ehects of modern poetry art 
aptieipated (ep. CLiii.|i 77/t.- Listcncn., bj^- W.'de k 
hlare). d’he subject came to 'J’ennyson front tht 
merest hint in Shake-speare's for Mcmurc— 

“ d'here, at the moated grange, resides this dejectetl 
IMariana ”. 

w ■■■ ■» ■ ■■■■ 

XXXVI. d’his moving elegy is in the metre sini't- 
ruadt' lasniliar Isy Fredeiic .Myer.-.’s .SV* 'Djc 

lines priay he regartled either as (t ) hve ordinaiy 
Kimhie feet, with an t'xtra syllable :U the end of the 
first arul third lines and a trochee generally* suh- 
Kliiuud lor an iaiubus in the first i<»of, (,r us (;>) an 
o}rt;ning dactyl folknved liy tVasr trtre'tiees, th.c last 
trochee being, catulectie in 'the 'second' and 'fourth 
Iines.^ , ,1,1,1 , the .■ last .stanza ,,,* ,meinory’s ' rapturous 
pain" '"recalls'' Dante’S' ■ ' " 

Nessun maggior dolnre * j, 

Che ticordarsi del tempo feliee 
Nella, miseria , , y 

{iiz/eriio, V. 121-3) • 

and Keats’s ” In a dretr-nighted December” 

CG.T. 235). 

xxxvn. Ro.se Aylmer was a real pcr.son, the 
youngest«daughtcr_ of Henry, fourth Baron Aylmer. 
Landor \vrote_ this, pm-haps the most {lerfecdy 
c'lassical elegy in the ICngiish language in its union 
of deep tenderness with delicate res(..*i'e, on hearing 
of her death in India in t8oo. 

,,,''• , ‘ 

xxxvtn."XLl, I'he four finest of a series of j6-jine 
ptjems (\-ery like sonnets in eharacier, and in fact 
called sonnets by so aecomjjlishr^l a metri.si. a.s 
Swinburne) in which Mere<lith tells the .story of 
the deelty of k)ve between a married pair. In' the 


first three the husband is the speaker, xxxviii. 
recalls in bitterness an hour when it seemed im- 
possible that Love should die ; in xxiix. Love 
has died, ,,;jnd the kisses that pass are therefore 
‘ unblest ’ ; in XL. there is a reconciliation and an 
attempt to star|) iife afresh ; but in XLi.-— in which 
the poet speaks, not the husband— we are told 
that Ijoth long ip. vain for the old assurance (“ the. 
buried day ”) ; _ doubt has entered their hearts and* 
can only end in misery : the rnovement of the * 
passions is tfs mysterious and inevitable as the ebb 
and flow of the tide which expends terrific energy, 
merely “ to throw that faint thin line upon the 
shore 

XLii. A girl reveals to a man that she has given 
her heart to him, only to discover that he does not 
value the gift. So her< heart is broken, but, instead 
of despairing, she gives the broken heart to God 
that Me may refine and purge it. Metre. — A 
wonderfully pathetic lilt. There are three accents 
in lines i, 3, 5, 7> 8, two in lines 2, 4, 6 of each 
stanza ; the feet are anapsests and iambs. 

XLiii, The situation fs the same as in the pre- 
ceding, except that it is the man w'ho is dismissed. 
He aslcs the favour of a last ride together, and 
during the ride gives himself up, not to despair, 
but to consoling thoughts. St. 9, sublimate; 
etherealise. With ‘ The instant made eternity ’ 
of St. 10 cp. tlm last line of xiii. 

XLiv. Metre . — Three accents in each line, except 
the last of each'ktanza, which has only rv(S. 

XLV.-XLVi. Meredith’s saying that what he mainly 
sought in poetry was ” concentration and sugges- 
tion ” is finely illustrated by these two little poems 
of Browning. '' ^ 
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In the second, returning daylight reveals the 
world ; the sun begins his golden path across the 
sky, the 4 nan turns to the work which is laid upon 
l|im as a human being, 



^ XLVTi. Austin Dobson (1840-1 pax} was a writer 
of admirable prose and of a peculiit-ly delicate and 
distinguished verse, which to tlalsicul readers 
• sometinicK re«.‘alls Horace, He rein'e.'ienkvi in 
this selection by tw(i poems of fricsidship, this 
and ('!. ^^Thamis: ‘ 'iamesis ’ was Caesar's name 
!ni' tJie 'I'hatnes, but ‘ 'Fhainis ' is foum^ in inedt:e\''ai 
Latin. Ah tn . ■ .\n iniiiafiun <if the French 
Rondeau : llje cliunges are rung on two rhymes 
ihrouglumt, and the (.)]'>ening words reeui' rw’eir 
as a reirait!. 

xiAin. Doubde.sa the s<;enery of the Hojmm 
Campagna, with its ruined lowers and aqueslucts, 
suggested the poem (cp. xxix.) ; but the ancient 
city is purely imttginary. Metre. — Six tfochees, 
the last catalectic, followed by twt) trochees, "‘the 
last catalectic. In 1. 7 <) the fust “ Oh 1 ” is a 
® monosyllabic foot : it sIkhiUI be dwelt on as mng 
as the troehec for tvhich it<is substituted. 

XLix. Cp. and contrast ulxxix., The Visiting 
"Sea. The three epithets in the last line make a 
wonderfiii climax. Between two comparatively 
unusual words comes the commonplace mono- 
syllable. ‘ salt but how strangely full of meaning, 
w'eight, inevitability it is ! We -.may think of 
Kingsley’s ‘ cruel crawling foam ’ and ‘ cruei 
* hungry &)a»i ’ (LX.xvin.), but ‘ salt ’ is more pregnant 
, with meaning. 

■ ■■ » . ■ ■ ■ ■ 

I.. 'Lhis poem on Sappho *is mcrrically a tour de 
force, written in the classical metre, “ Sapphics ”, 
associated with the exquisite Greek lyric poetess 
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>^Hose work has come down to us only in fragments. 
The scansion is 


(3 times; 


I’lie most famous specimen in English is Canning’s- 
parody, “ The ISeedy Knife-grinder ”, but of serious 
examples this of Swinbxirne is the finest. 

Swinburne follows the legend ^ that Sappho 
rejected the love of men. because of her devotion 
to her giri-:|riends. He imagines the wrath of 
Aphrodite, the goddess of the love between man 
and woman. St. i. Cp. Milton, II Peiiseroso, " the 
dewy -feathered Sleep ”,i.e,vSleep scattering dew from 
his wings. St. 4, Leshos : the island in the Greek 
Archipelago where Sappho lived ; Mitj-Ieiie was 
its chief town. St. H, the tenth (Aluse) : a name 
given to Sappho in ifntiquity. St. iS, fruitless ; 
chilldess. 

hi. '.fhe mystic regards the life of the body as a 
prison, just as Plato {Republic, vi.) had described 
me^ who confine themselves to the impressions 
of the senses under the image of prisoners in a 
fire-lit cave watching the shadows on the wall. 
From the ‘ chain ’ that binds the ‘ flesh ’ Emily 
Bronte^finds escape into a rapt vision of the Unseen 
■ — an intense bliss while it lasts, though the return 
to earth is correspondingly painful. Thk> is not 
a religious poem in the ordinary sense, yet it recalls 
the Apostle’s' “ desire to depart, and to be with 
Christ, which cis far better ” {Philippians i. 33). 
St. 3, nothing known in my matnrer years : implies 
the teaching of Wordsworth and Vauglran, that 
childhood is nearer to the divine vision. “ Some 
stanzas describ^Jg the visit to the Prisoner 'are 
omitted ” (B.). 

Lii. T. E. Brown (1830-1897), for maiw yeai-s 
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a niastiT ai (..lifton College, wrote several narrative 
poems oF great merit in the Manx dialect and 
nlany fific lyrics. A selection of his poems is 
ki the (.t olden Trimuwy Series. Best known of all 
!s tl'jis little garden-piece, a poetic * version of 
•Bacon’s ijtiruortal “ (Jud Alrniglity finst planted 
a ga.rdtfii, aiaMndeed it is the rest of human 
a ”• "I'herc is also allusiim to Genesis 

iii, 8 and Psahn xiv. i. * • 




Lin, Xotiee tlu* eil'cet of the transition from the 
rapid tnichecs and anapa.’sts in tht* first .stanza 
to the slow iarnliies of it .s last line and the first 
line of the second stanza. • 

Ltv, 'fcnnvsnn wrote this noble ballad after 
FroiuL'’s essay on “ England’s Forgotten Worthies ’* 
had n'callcd attention to Sir Walter Raleigh’s 
Report of the truth of the tfighi about the lies of 
Acores this last Sommer, 1591. L, i, Flores ; a 
disyllable. Azores: a trisyllabic. # 

LV, J, Clarence Mang-^n (1803-1849) was an 
Irishman, who, in the impression he leaves of 
poetical powers marred by intemperance, rt^allvS 

E. A, Poe. Eosaleen : a personification of Ireland ; 
cp. W, B. Yeats’s Kathleen -na-Houlihan. Erne: 
,a river that flow.s through two large loughi^of that* 
name into Donegal Bay. 

Lvi. azure world: blue air. wrinkled . . . 
crawls ; the picture is of a calm, slowly moving 
sea seen from a great height. 

Lvn. Delicious in its instinctive sympathy with 
the timiil *'eaturcs of the woodland. Cji. cc.xxiii., 
by ^Arthur Symons. Nimbles : as a verb, a dialect 
form. Cheat : past, part., dialect.^ still : always, 

LviH. 'Phe first Earl of Lytton (1831-1891), 
son of-the novelist, Bulwer Lytton, had a diplomatic 
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career and was Viceroy of India. He published 
poems under the pseudonym of ‘ Oken IMercdidi ’ 
This poem points something of the same? contrast 
between Man and Natures which Wordsworth 
pointed in his Lines written in early Spring (G.T, 
319)) hut without Wordsworth’s conviction that*" 
Man can find Tiappiness by putting himself in 
harmony with Nature’s holy plan ”, St. 7 
Hast ’ hath ’ in the original text (B.), St. ir* ^ 
assails; tries to win by yioleihce. St. 12 the 
Head : Remlatinn xii. 7 There was war in 
heavai ; Michael and his angels fought against 
the drpgon ■; 

Lix. T. his song came to me on the yellowing 
autumn-tide at Tintern Abbey, full for me of 
bygone memories. It is the sense of”h?abWiS 
in the transient {Tennyson’s note). Tennyson 
liked to think how lew readers noticed the absence 
ot rhymes from this exquisitely musical lyric. It 
IS cwtainly rem^kable how little rhyme is missed 
both here and m Gollms’s Ode to Evening (G.T. 186). 

L^. Three atanzas from the first version (iSinq) 
of Edward^ FtTzGERALC^ free translation of the 
Ruodiydt, of Omar Khayyam, the Persian poet. 

• versions, he lies fast asleep was altered 

his sleep ” ; its Lap into 

her wp 5 delightful Herb into “ reviving'^Herb ” 
pe Courts : Persepolis. Jamshyd, Bahrdm : 
Jamshyd was a king of Persia in legendary times, 
B^rdm one of ^he kings of the Sassanian dynasty 
5th cent. A.D. ; but the very strangeness of their 
names points the moral. c ^ 

LXL-LXXI. A group eleven elegies, followed 
by three poems^of grief (lxxii.-lxxiv.). In lxi. 
the dead is thought of as lying asleep in a land of 
■shadows, waiting for the resurrection. ^ a 
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In mnr.oiy of a crmsin, James Silvt-rthurru', 
to whom l-Srowninir was much attachcii ; the wosni 
is’ said i*i by Ihilwirh wood, and. the ilower the 
s^iotteJ J'er-acaria. A^strikingly dost* paraiid is tlie 
tpjtaph of \V. browne on his first wuV? />/ i)hitmn 
»'U, May ./'o.; : 


\h 


he thnu graced with birds that sine, 

N’or I’kiia’s pride ! 
fji diet; ail ii<.n\er-, and roses spring, * 

AJini* onh died. 


ixin. ” '11‘iis ]!iiem first saw tb.sf light along 
witli ih(' dawn in a Lintohtshiiv lane at 5 o'clock 
in tlu' niornatc; " f’IVnnyson's note) ; but the 
iinasont.-d sfenc seems to be Clevedon. a lifik; 
Viati-riiiL’-phu’e on the Ihb.ttil Channel, ulterc 
Artltur [lalluiu, tlic poet’s friend, lies Innied. 
Ahirr. — The length of the lines is detennined hy 
the mirnber of accents. The three ssiluble.H fif 
ilie fir.st line are three nionosyliabic feet which 
occupy as much time in reading as any lines except 
the Jilh and lyth. 'i'hese two lines have a fot,irth 
ac<;ent, and give a fuiilier elTect of lingeriitg sadness 
because the* ear is tint expecting the adfliticsii. * 


LXiv. Like xx. and i.xxxin., an irregular ode in 
.which the rhyme.s are intricately inti*rwovcn and- 
long and short lines alternated with sulJlle art. 
In this ode the opening phrase recurs in the middle 
and at the end after the pattern of a French 
Rondeau (see note on XLVll.). 


Lxv. The loveliest of all Victori^i elegies. T'he 
language i$ of the simplest, but in the last stanza 
three Shakespearian words, ‘cabin’d’, ‘ inherit 
‘ vSaty add a touch of rarity and distinction 
without destroying the simplicity. % 


LXVh Section xi. of Tennyson’s noble elegy, 
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Notes 

In Memoriam, written to commemorate' his friend 
Arthur Hallara (1811-1833). Its characteristic 
beauty as a pfljrtoraZ elegy— a feature offSo many 
great elegies from Callimachug and Virgil to Milton, 
bhelley, ana Arnold— is illustrated in these stanzas"'’ 
which frame a series of exquisitely finished pictures, 
of woods, wolcff plain, and silver sea, as seen on 
an autumn morning. St. 2, wold : the Lincoln- 
shire c,vold. ^ gossamers : cobwebs with the dew « 
shining on them. St. 3, the bounding main : the 
on the hqfizon, the North Sea ; but the sight 
of that sea carries the poet’s thoughts to the Medi- 
terranean, over which Hallam’s" body is beins 
conveyed. 

LXVII. The bereaved lover, gazing at the portrait 
hts beloved, recalls the day when he painted it 
and the background he chose for the picture, 
J^ow the beloved is ^ made one with Nature ” 
and the. lover thinks how his soul, released from 
bonds of the body, may be reunited with her 
soul in the sfience pervaded by God. In that day 
® phgnmage will be accomplished, “the 
It s Palestine reached, and he will gaze into 
eyes and find a de&per tenderness in them. 
Ihe will be best understood b^” reading 

The Bhssed Damozel (xc.) in close conjunction- 
_ of the most astonishing things about 
is the early age at which they were 
Rossetti was a mere boy when he com- 
first drafts, so that they must be under- 
stood as imagii?ative, not autobiographical : both 
conceptions were embodied in pictures as well . 
f® The poetry, no less than the painting, 

IS highly individual, though A. C. Benson has 
mmarked on thqr Tenftysonian influence in st. 6. 

1 he supernatural is powerfully, yet restrainedlv, 
introduced in st. 3. St. 10, iron-bosonjed : siivining 
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witl i the ciuei hardness and coldness of ircin . St, 1 1 , 
the music of the stms: the spheres niakini? music 
by their tnevenient. 

* i,xviH.~LX!X. No tl^xford poems h;^tve caught, 
,or iiunded fm, so nniclr of the f*enius /or?- -the 
coileues, the Hindie.-,, sjwrts, festi<l!ties, the river, 
the Howt'is and peasant-folk and place-names of 
^ tile surronmlinjf eonntry. Anxl nowheriii has 
Arnold revealed more movingly his chararleristic 
inelaiu holy , uhieh contrasts both tvith Brow ninth’s 
optimistic raulook <iri this life anti 'f'ennysiai's 
resiiKe to trust in hie beyond the grave, " Sick 
hurry” and “{!i\ided aims” Arnold diixtnoscs 
as the di^'case o| tnodern society, and he tintls no 
cure iov it, only " aritaiyjics ” ; hut his thisnuhls 
turn lotipingly to the life of .sinypler tiays, and it 
is in_Natun‘ that, like Wordsworth, he discovers 
the light still shining. ’'lire second poem coin- 
memorates his friend Clough, in whom he finds 
some likeness to the Scholar-CTtpsy, thoug^j his 
life had been saddened by the religious doubts 
and contrf>versies rd' the Victorian age. Me Ire.- — 
Stanzas <!f lo iambic lines, very like thole tif 
Keats's Otic to a Nis^htfrigale, though the short; 
line comes at a different place in the stanza, 

‘ Lxviii.,_ St. 4, Crlanvil’is book : The Yrnhiy of 
Dogmatizing, 1661, where Arnold found the story. 
St. 0, the Hurst : a wooded eminence. St. 7, 
green mufiled : thickly clad in green, St. 15, 
the just -pausing Genius : the Romans thought 
of the Crctiius as a guardian-angel who watched 
over a miyr through his life and died with him nr 
went away at his death. St. 17, term or scope : 
Hiftit or aim. Bt. 19, Arnold may have had in 
mind those; of whom he \^rote % his poems and 
in Essays in Criticism — Heine, Senancour (author 
of Odtvmann), Maurice de Guerin. St. zi, Dido: 
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yirgil, 469. St. 34, OMaii : from the 

island of Chios in the Jigean Sea. St. 35, Midland 
waters: Mediterranean. Syrtes: quicKands off 
the North Mrican coast, western straits : Strain 
of Gibraltar. 

LXIK. Thyrsis, Cor^don, Daphnis are all names 
of shepherds in the Idyl/s of Theocritus, and after- 
wards in the Fc/ogues of Virgil. St. 9, In Virgil, ^ 
Ed. yii., there is a singing-match between Corydon 
and Thyrsis. o Bion : a contemporary and imitator 
of Theocritus. The “good survivor ” was 
Moschus, w'hose elegy on Bion is recalled in 
Arnold’s lines about Proserpine. St. 10, Dorian 
shepherds; Theocritus, Bion, and Moschu-s 
belonged to Dorian colonies in Sicily and wrote in 
Doric Greek. Enna : a town in the centre of 
Sicily ; from the plaki near it legend said that 
Proserpine had been carried off by Pluto, St. 17, 
Amo- vale : Clough had died in Florence. St. 
18, i)oon: benign, the great Mother: Magna 
Mater, the Nature goddess, identified with the 
Phrygian CybelS. -St. 19, “Daphnis, the ideal 
Sicilian shepherd of Gj;eek pastoral poetry, was 
said to have followed into Phrygia his mistress 
JPiplea, who had been carried off by robbers, and 
to hav^ found her in the power of the king of 
Phrygia, Lityerses. I.iityerses used to make 
strangers try a contest with him in reaping corn, 
and to put them to death if he overcame them, 
Hercules arrivej^ in time to save Daphnis, took 
upon himself the reaping-contest with Lityerses, 
overcame him, and slew him. The Lityemes-song 
connected with this tradition was, like "the Linus- 
song, one of the earli^ plaintive strains of GrSek 
popular poetry, and used to be sung by corn- 
reapers. Other traditions represented Daphnis 
as beloved by a nymph who exacted from Rim an 
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oath to kwe no ono dse. I it; fell in love with 3 
lirinccss, and wus struck blind by the jeahius 
iiVmph, • Mercury, who was his fathc-r, raised hiits 
|o lieaven, and made, a fountain sprinj^ in the 
fdace from which he ascended ” (AriHild's ttote). 
-*ail the laarTC'i : Virgi!, EcL v. 56-^7. 


L\x. 'rennyson’s Irih.ute to Catullus, written 
atter a vi.'-if in i8So to Sivtinoue,* the penim^jla nn 
the i aipo di (iarda where mins, traditionally sup- 
'pnsed to be of Catullus’s old t rail 1 4 y “house, still 
stand, Thi' peninsula is eiwend with ohv<'s. 'I'he 
‘ pus pie llower ’ i'- a very luautiful iris. O ramsta 
(“ t) Imcly Sirntio ”) is from C'ntnllns* 'sxxi., 
and , tTf‘ iiti-ftii' I b'/e {“ ilail and I'uiewell ”) Ironi ci., 
his laiiienr t'er his Isrotner. Caltillu'- ealls 

the waters oi the C»a?da j.ake ‘ l.ydiati ' because 
the Uhietian Gauls tif tlie ^listricl were saitl to be 
of Lydian orijL^in, and he bids the waves welcome 
him with all laughter. « 

!5» “ Of the two currer>ts of <inotion which ■^gave 

birth to the poem, the fir.st is thi* actual beauty of 
, the momefit — the Hat lake, the meireiing uj^jun- 
tains and the Italian hciUtincn, singing, dor.htless. 
■ to their oars — and the ’second is the piaitgent 
recollection of Catullus — of how, so many years 
'ago, he had looked upon this little jutting'tstrip of 
olives a§ his own, how he had come so gaily back 
t<j it from llithynia, and how he had lost the lirother 
whom he loved. There are therefore two musical 
motifs — the motif of the rowers, represented by the 
vowel 0 and the motif of Catullus, represented by 
■» the bro!j^ [yLoinan a. The music is set to 8 rhythmic 
^ beats, as* is general in all such water songs from the 
Volga to the Elbe, and in the first line, as well as 
in the first two beats of tfte .sed|ind, the rowdng 
jnatif predominates. With the broader vowel of 
‘ lands*! heiwever, it ceases to obtrude — becomes 
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indeed an undertone to what follows ” (Harold 
Nicolson, Tennyson, eh. x,), 

LXXI. ’Written for the nineteenth cenfenary of 
Virsil’s degth ; “ at once the finest and ami')let»t 
account ever git'cn of the profound and majestic 
quality of the /fneid, the fullest acknowledgement' 
of his own life-long dewotion to Virgil, and the 
nearef^ approach^ made by any modern pnel to ^ 
the splendour of the Virgilian verse ” (J. W. 
Mackail, Virgil and His Meaning to the World of 
To-day). The long lines, with the ‘ caesura ’ or 
break in the middle, give an English reader a truer 
idea qf the majesty of the Virgilian hexameter 
than can be got from any direct imitation of that 
.metre in. English.', 

St. I describes the St. 2 refers to Flesiod, 

the early Greek poet whose “ Works and Days ” 
suggested the Georgies. St. 3 describes the Georgies ; 
sts. 4 aijid 5 the Eclogues. Sts. 6 and 7 concentrate 
on iJae greatest Book of the ^neid, Book VI 
iEneas, by direction of the Sibyl, looks for a 
“ gqjjden branch” in the dark forest to point the 
way to the lower world when he goes down to 
consult An chises. In H^des he sees the phantom 
procession of souls rising to the upper world. 
"So Tennyson speaks of bur world as “ this phantotn- 
shore ”, because the generations are as shadows 
tlrat pass, but Virgil’s poetry abides. St. 8, Tortim ; 
see Georgies, ii. 502, “ insanumque forum ”. St. 9, 
Eome of freemen : Victor Emmanuel freed Rome 
from the temporal power of the Papacy, 1870. 
sunder’d once ; “ Et penitus toto divisos orbe Britan- 
nos,” Eclogue, i. 67. St. 10, Mantovano f hiantuan. 

In Dante, Purg. vi. 74, Sordello salutes Virgil, v^ho 
was born near IS'|^ntua,'*'by this name, 

LXXii, The details of the cheerless scene stand 
out with the distinctness of a Pre-Raphaelite 
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picture ; the bareness of the diction and the 
staetati' riiythni contribute to the irnjifcsiaon of 
m'lrclicccil iniM-ry, it is a, well-known psycho- 
lvpiei.i1 fact that the njeinory often retains a vivid 
imprint of tlse surrouiKiinjL's, hardly noticed al the 
time, of a deepiy-movintt; experience. 

i'.x,sni. .N pourayai of the paralysint? cflVit of 
despair, Aul-rey stc Vere's noble, sonnet , “ youni 
eai'b aillictiisii, whctiicr },tfave or lij,!;ht”, with its 
ideal of a viief " majestic, equable, sedate. ”, would 
iriiike a (iin contr.isiinjLt picture. j\fft re. '--In the 
stiucturc ol' this stinnet (as in xsxi. and xxxil.) 
Abs. yrowiiin'.’ iollows the example of i\|ilton, 
who, v.liilH aduplin;? the Italian arranj’einenl of 
rhyns.,s, ‘lid noi Cibsevve the rule someliines 
arititranly laidi down by rncHha'ii I'vitics th;u there 
should he a. complete break between the ocitive 
(first ei.trhl lines) and the sestet (last six). 

i.XKiv. d'he poet in his despair finds the 1,’niverse 
empty of consolation. He. is bitterly aware. 4:hal 
others — the Hebrew Psahnist, or Richter in his 
Drrmn nf I he L'liircrse., or .Arnold in such jioenj^ as 
Self-Depindcncc aiul H Summer Nii^hi - hc.ve ri'ud 
other lessons in the stars, tAit he thinks these lessons 
” a grand illusion ”. 

o The stanzas form section xvii. of The ^iiy of 
Dreadful Ni^ht, the poem by which James 'Thomson 
{i834"iSS2), namesake of an earlier English poet, 
is chiefly remembered. He was a man of real 
genius but most unhappy life, and “ The City of 
Night ” is his name for the despsiir in which he 
came habitually to dwell. L. i, the endless 
nights : ^ ’f homson thought the alleged swiftness 
of Time a strange human delusion : to him “ The 
pitiless hours like years .and Jtges c^^’cp ”, 

I. XXV. A man lies dying in a room bare except 
for a feed, -a table with medicine bottles, and a 




blue curlain. A clergyman tries to lead the dying 
man's thoughts to religion, but they wander back 
to an experience when at least he was 4ifted for 
the time out of himself in tilte happiness of beiiv? 
loved. * 

i.xxvi. If it as Wordsworth held, part of the 
poet’s mission to sing “ Of joy in widest commonalty 
spread ”, Clare’s^ poem is precious for its sym- ^ 
patl'ieiie picture' of happiness realisable in the 
humblest home. St. t, roundy : dialect word, 
and round ’ ; it is specially applied 
coal. St. 8, faggot : bundle of 
for fuel. 


Lxxvii. A very musical poem, though rhymdess 
except for the fact that an inteimal rhyme (dried, 
ride, etc.) is introduced into the last line of each 
The absence of rhyme-endings is partly 
up in this way and partly by the pervading 
ailiteratmn. The “ light voot-vall ”, indicath'.g the 
farnier’s homage to his wife’s superior reiinement, 
is a delicate touch, and his sense of her continued 
presence is a proof that his view of life is not wholly 
material. For another picture of a farmer moving 
house (with a less poetisSal ghost), see Tennyson’s 
Walking to the Mail, 

WiLi^AM Barnes (1801-1886) spent most of his- 
life in the county of Dorset ; he was a school- 
master and afterwards a clergyman. Mos't of his 
poems were written in the Dorset dialect, and some 
are of very fine quality. Dialect forms : Woak, 
oak ; doust, di»'»t ; jay, joy ; to ho vor, in anxious 
care for ; house-ridden, moving house ; lippens, 
movements of the lips ; to light, to vacan'ey- 

Lxxviii. This and Three Fishers, Chaflcs 
Kingsley’s two ifiost flimous songs, give poignant 
expression to the pathetic side of life on the sea- 
coast, He had felt in his boyhood- at Qtoveliy 
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and llclston the tv.rrur as well as the. stronji attrac- 
tion of rhe sea. In Modern Painters IPt. IV., 
eh. xii.l 'Ruskiri ciuotes the epithets here applied 
t4) the loam as an example of the ‘ pathetic fallacy ’ 
by rvlnch we atlvibule human passions to? Nature. 

LXXtX. h'ew have loved their ultome aiui it.s 
surr»undin!;(.s so intensely as Haworth I’arsnn.tRe. 

» and the moorland near it were gloved by Viniily 
lironte. Those who have visited Haworth will 
appreciate the truth and poetry of ihc un- 
adorned tlescriptiort. See Arnuld's pdem, iJav:ortJi 
Churchyard. 

l)n:i:y iM.tf'KWORTH Doi.hkn wait’ only 
nirietiani when iu; was drowned while baihtnu, in 
the river W’dUuul. liis poems were first tatblished 
by Mr. Robert Bridges, bis schooi-fricntl at in<)n, 
ill lyi I ” Hh). 

1.XXX.-LXX.KIII. 'fhe. relationship between parent 
and child is the link between these poetu^ First 
(lxxx.) comes a boy’s beautiful expression cjI’ his 
saeretl fedinj' for his mother — a feeling ititensely 
9 porsonaL yet slrared by “ all the human-hearlgssl 
Then (hxxxi.) William Morris’s wonderbil realisa- 
tion of a mother’s feelings, her communings with 
her own heart taking shape in an address to her, 
■first-born. I'here are intimate thin^ wi#ch she 
will never say to her child when' his separate 
consciousness has tlevcloped, but she hopes that, 
if she says them now', some dim, yet helpful, 
remembrance of them may be his. So she tells 
of the datvn of love — like Desdemona, she loved 
■* her hushaijd for the dangers he had passed — the 
, hopes ahd fears and shyness of courtship, the 
pufity" of wedded love, the, sorrow of conception, 
the pains of birth. She contrasf^ the ideal love, 
and the children that are. its fruit, with the jfweiess 
marriages of convention or of worldly interest, 
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as well as with the lawless inatings that lead to 
shame and despair. Lastly, her heart j'oes out 
into a dream of the fair future she w^ould fain 
forecast for her child. LXXJjitl. is a young motheijRS 
heart-brol^Ssn lament over the faithlessness of her 
lover, LXXXiil^is a father’s realisation of the need 
for infinite pauence \vith childhood, passing, into 
a parable of the Divine Love for mankind : so 
turndd, it becontes an expansion of the Psalmist’s^ 
simile, “Like as a father pitieth his children ’■ 
(Ps. ciii. 13)#!, Metre of Lxxxi,-— Lines of 6 accents 
with a break in the middle ; each line is printed 
as two ; the feet are iambs or anapaests. 

0 

LXXXY. The poet complains that dreams have 
no revelation. In the insensibility of sleep the 
uncontrolled soul either skips into “ vacancy of 
folly”, or sees gaudy but meaningless visions, or 
repeats the round of ferivial every-day sensations. 
If there were a really deep suspending of bodily 
sensations, the soul might fly to God. In this 
and*other poems T. E. Brown discloses an affinity 
to the seventeenth-century mystics, the chartered 
spaCh : the region through which the soul is giveh 
freedom to roam. « 

Lxxxvi. The tragedy of the “ lost days ” of life 
*is that #hey are not lost 1 they have made us irrevo-^ 
cably what we are. Another sonnet of ^Rossetti 
finds even more terrible expression for kemorse 
(“Look in my face; my name is Might-have- 
been ”). ' 

Lxxxvii. As lovers of Tennyson like to end upon 
Crossing the Bar, ov lovers of Browning wpon the 
Epilogue to Asolando, so those who cherish "Clough’s 
memory recognise in t|iis poem, though it was hot 
chronologically ^test,*his final testament to the 
world. “ Truth hath a quiet breast ”, and there 
is more sustaining power in these modest Stanzas 










thnri in a hundred lyrics of self-satisfied and 
gushinc iiptiniism. 

'lxxxvw. “ from Oht.rnia/m Once More. 'I'his 
vision of the Koman ^rui the Eastern workl after 
the coininjt of Christ is ftut into the*inoiUh of 
i Ohermann \ Ariadd’s name for E. F. de Senancour 
( 1770- ■iS.p.f), author of a book of mat name " (IC). 
The'e-oniliel between the old Paj^an view of life 
and tdiristianity, Ijere described, rfiay be illusfralcd 
from ths' C<a?/V,>i.\'/o/?s' 0/ Si. Aus>mime. St. t, 
Appian way : the hijrhroad loading from Rome 
to Capua and nrundisitim, the finest and most 
famous of ath ieni toads. St. ii,a place of ruin; 
Rome and Italy after the. fall of the Ktniifre in 
the W est i.A.i). 

i.-VAXix.-xr, ']\vo poems of Heaven as pit lured 
hy modern poets whose imagination hn.s been 
kindled, partly by the Rno)! of Revelation, partly 
by nicdia-val poets and painters. Both poem.s 
seek tt) rei'iroduco the naivete of the Ages of Faith ; 
such a reproduction is necessarily artihcial *and 
iinperfeet in days when the symbfilisin of Revela- 
tion is no longer mistaken for literal fact, htft it 
may be beautiful in the .sdme way as the conven- 
tional design of a tapestry. Only, whereas nxxxix. 
js a boy’s religious poem in the mediieval spirit,' 
xc, (a boy’s poem likewise) is highly moSern in 
imagining the Blessed Damozel pining in Heaven 
for her earthly lover, Dante, on the contrary, 
heard from the beatified spirits that “ His will is 
our peace ” (Paradiso, iii.), and B^trice smiled in 
pleasure when he concentrated his thoitght upon 
Clod so (Completely as to forget her {ParaJisa, x,). 

uxxxix. St. T, pearl: Rei), xxi. ar, “And the 
twelve gates were twelve f)earls(|i every' several 
gate was of one pearl sea of ji^per: Rev, iv. 6. 
St. 3, iPithoTjten : archaic for ‘ without *. of cost : 
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costly. Oandlemas : Feast of Purification of the 
Virgin. St. 4, Laudate Psalm : Psalm of Praise, 
feet : Isaiah lii. 7, “ How beautiful ypon the 
mfjuntains are the feet of him that . . . pub- 
lisheth peace Goddes Laifd Holy Land. St. 5> 
Star- tired : attired, decked with stars ; cp. Rez\ 
xii. 1, “a woiffan clothed with the sun, and the 
moon under her feet, and upon her head a crown 
of twtrlve stars ”f and Milton On Time, “ Attired 
wath stars, we shall for ever sit”. Oecily, etc.: 
St, Cecilia, St. Dorothea, Mary Magdalene ; one 
or other of them is often found in mcdiieval pictures 
of the Virgin, St. 6, the Temple : Rtv. xxi. 22, 
“ And I. saw no temple therein : for the L<ord 
God Almighty and the Lamb are the temple of it ”. 
cries and tears : cp. Rev, vi. 9-10. St. 7, purple 
hair : empurpled with blood from the crown of 
thorn.s. St. 8, Sathans^ : Greek and Latin form of 
‘ vSatan ’. 

xc. Rossetti painted two pictures of “ The 
Slewed Damozel ” after writing the poem, and 
Debussy composed a cantata on the theme. St. 7, 
like»’thm flames: cp. Dante, Paradiso, xxiii. 124. 
St. 15, mystic tree: Rgo. ii. 7, “the tree of life, 
which is in the midst of the paradise of God ”. 
•St. iS. The choice of handmaidens may be partly 
the poet’s own, with his instinct for beautiful names.' 
The same instinct is seen in his revival, of old 
names of musical instruments in st. 21. “ The 

idea of the Virgin and her handmaidens weaving 
and embroidegng garments suggests Flemish 
origin, or the mediaeval ch&teaux of northern 
France ” (Mrs. Glazebrook). _ St. 23, light : 

see Paradiso passim and especially Canto xxx. 

■ ■ ■ ■ ■ . ■ ■ #■■■ : 

xci. After thcj^^o lesions of Heaven the antho- 
logist has set vne wistful elegiacs of a modern 
sceptic who cannot be consoled for brctpity of 
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■I'anhiy Ilf-,*. Aiinnu'SHiU,'-, uli*.'-’/ nanu* ihs- scc:i'iti«' 
lakc^^, 'A a-: i! <;nA'k i-’t. s.'5a<.‘ pnt'f whit AAsinjainxl 

tmHikiiid 4 o Clu‘ shsHl^lived li-avfb. St. 3, sexless : 
C'Q, AlteJ'k xli. 25. ^ 
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days a1 Hallinl. llu' sniu'r riiU-if,-.. u.-rd ir- th*- 
last thrpv itan/as tuniy, \vith'*f}isH‘ eiR'ct 

upon thf metre, mark tVis* clianec irnni calm tn 
rapid motion. 

xrvi. One of the ptn’m;-. of llu' mnnihs prefixed 
by WilHairi ?\ioiTis to tlti, in his Earthly 

Faradixe. . . 

iXr.vii, One of tb<; sonnets in the House of Life. 
Rossetti is said to have written it from ajfeelinj? 
that through his two ambitions <>f poet and painter 
he was failing in both careers. If that is so, the 
tragic tone will not .seem strange t(> those who 
realise the intensity of an artist's passion for his 
art. Love's and Death’s deceit; cheating of 
their hopes by I.,ove and Death, separate hopes ; 
conflictitj^ 3,mbitions. 

x«,:viii, Paracelsus, in Browning’s dramatic, poem, 
imagines himself making a ffyre o\ fragrant spices 
on which his old artistic dreams are to be consumed : 

thus ishey pass in song ”, 
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xcix. 'rhc contrast of past life makes the con- 
sciousness of present silence more profoundly 
moving. Cp. lx. and Shelley’s Ossymandias (G'.T. 
293). : ^ , 

c. The sceptical poet, denying the survival of 
the separate ©ersonality after death, yet affirm's 
his belief in a Kind of immortality : the immo);tality 
of the thoughts to which W'e have given expressicin,^_ 
and^of the temf)eramcnls transmitted by heredity. 
“ One of seven sonnets by the author of Kretehon, 
privately Tutinted with A Psalm of Montreal in 
1904 ” (B.). 

cn« L. 5, Meranon : a colossal statue near the 
Egyptian Thebes, which gave forth a musical 
sound when first struck by the sun’s rays ; the 
sound was explained as Mcmnon’.s greeting to his 
mother, the goddess of Dawn. 

cm. For the tranquillising effect of the sea on 
man’s ^.meditations we may compare several of 
Matthew Arnold’s poems, Self ’■Dependence, A 
Summer Night, The Future : contrast the mfluence 
of (the sea in his Dover Beach. The lesson that 
Patmore draws is like ^Milton’s ** God doth not 
need either man’s work or His owm gifts L. 

^ purposeless : the continual ebb and flow seems 
to betrfiten absence of purpose ; cp. XLi, 

CIV. A wonderful triumph of concentration is 
this epilogue, to Paradise Lost compressed, yet with- 
out obscurity, into the narrow compass of a sonnet. 
L. 7, careened^ nautical metaphor, ‘ heeled over ’. 
L. 13, the brain of heaven; the starry spheres 
(whose music symbolises order) are regsft^d as the 
thought of God projected into space. , 

cv. Section j^xxiii.* of In Memoriam. The 
thought of the transitoriness of even the most 
permanent things in Nature recurs i», Ten#.yson’s 
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(}(h- iin sftc Death nf the Duka of Weninittfin (“ the 
Ciiitm heave tlie hi'] and break the shore . . 
and pary,lk'K fiave been pointed out m foh viv. sr, 
iH, !<'). iir!d_ Shaken] H'arc, a Henry JV., iU. i. 45. 
1-.. <), my : wuh*its assurance of p^jiTiiam-Jice 

t'Vi. i’ouiposeii <sii Newman’s voyage homc" 

wanis-is ro^-.-, rhe \k-‘lht’rrancan in ihos fansous 

li\ I'i;!.-, bei Ji raik'd “one of the* birth-pangs of 
the Oxford Movenient ”, Si.« 3, tliOHe '♦angel 
her the bices of those whom be bad 
]o', i,'s] on earth, or faecs s»tii in Heaven 
s \e.tvman may base shared the 

' nry Vuiighan (tt/r. pX) and of Words- 
.■i-, Oi/r- an lnlmuitiiiu% uf hmHMality y 
/;:< ~atu Aftf? testifies to a Strong belkf 
bineriitaji d in old agv about his precise 
-ewnuu) refused tu commit bsinsi’-lf. 

'J’he tiiu-, Plough’s 6wt>, is from Juwits i, 17. 

c\nj. An early poem of 'iVnnyson : scene 

is tl?*, f.’';cdi-?) of his father's rectory at tSonie^rsby, 
Liacolndinv. 'S'ije sadder aspect of autumn, the 
sense ui eksvy. tin; damp, musty srneil, is woyder- 
iuiiy nnre ented. Metre , — .hiiribic and an.ipu'stic 
in the song, dactylic anS trochaic in tlie chorus 
or refrain. 

o,is. Age brings decay to man, warns hiSi of the 
ending earth to earth”, demonstrates his share 
in tin. inarticulate cry of a creatictn “ groaning and 
tra'cailinu in pain ”, l;'et can he resolve to keep 
to tile « nd the llo'.ser of soul 4’ that separates 
hint front all else in Nature. This resigned courage 
may be«c?tntrastcd niiti the robuster optimism of 
Ib^owning's Rabbi Ren Ez:ra, insistent that “ d’he 
lies-t is yet to be L, S, W^if-wr^Ekled ; furrowed 
by the action of drifting weeds or^nher objetas cast 


ft; CCS : 

kritnvti ;< 

in pre-n 
creed of 
worth ii 
tire , Ip..-; 
in angel- 
nteauura 

I'vn, 


up b:^ihe tiije. 


Q 



226 


Notes 



c'X. 'Fhe prelude to Songs hejore Sunrise, a lyrical 
outburst in praise of liberty, _ inspired by bwm- 
burne’s enthusiasm for the Italian Kevolution ; the 
first nine stanzas of the original are omitted. 
Synopsis : The poet has be-in among the votanCs 
of Pleasure and Passion, but the power of these 
passes away (stir;i-4) *, yet time and change, which 
can defeat these and even control man s hie, cannot 
defeat the spirit of man (st. 5-7). The hght_ of 
man’s soul is kindled by contact and co-operatimi 
with other souls, and cairh of us is given the alterna- 
tive of setting his short life in tune with the best 
or wonst of past generations and hlling it with acts 
that help or hinder the progress of nyankind 
(st. 8-10). Pioneers of thought have vision, as 
from a hill-top, of the sunrise on the sea of free- 
dom (st. Ti). The -whole is a marvellous piece ol 
music, with an exquisite close. St. i, 2, MiBnaas, 
Thyiades, Bassarid : votaries of Bacchus, ot. 3, 
Ootys: Cotytto, a Thracian goddess, rvorshipped 
with -wild rites. Bdonian; Thracian, bt. 4, 




cxni. A farewell ni Tht^ brook near tin- home of 
the poet's boyhofxl at Sornershy. 

t \i\\ •hhe third ni three sonnets which yive 
fiinVrent airiwets wi?^ which man nray meet the 
annoutKenu-nr, “ To-nioirnw thou si\a!t chc 
Kut thou and dricik ", " Watch t hors andfear ”, 
ate the u\t> aiiswefs ; btit nie poet'.'; syrsi- 

patitics art* with the; third. 1't is not for luen tit 
rest as it ;be race iiau attaint u !a'*rh';. ti-ai : tin tise 
ctisnrary, (ujr thour-l-.i .aid .uti'oo a, re ncedtad, 
IseraiiKc manldnti still lia.s ettullcss spsAa itt It averse 
beiote the ;.'oal t;- rc.xiicd, 

fXV. hathly Hr'int.;'-, tsihli i-; iss tme eternal 
Deity rii'rvadotp the l.'iiicerse atal mhahitintt Iter 
t>v,n )M't'ar;t : Dead.!, rherehne, is ts!iu~r\);'.ic-fit. 
’i'iie vertes were, foiintl ttn her desir atter her 
death by her sister Cliursotte, 

Whose too bold tlyntu son^t 
Stirr’d, like ii clarion blast, rny smsl”- 

(Arnoid, JIuxvi>rib (^htircfiyartl') 

Another “ last poem ’ is F. Thompson’s, ccxi>. 

cxvi. The book ends on the note, with whkh it 
began — the never-failing* renewal of Mature and 
of Poetry. 
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Break, .hreak,' break'.' ■ ■ . : 

But once or ttv'lce tye met, touched hands . 

Calm is the morn without a sound . . ■* , 

Cold in*the earthr*ahd the deep snow piled aliove 
^ ■ thee y ' ... . 

Come, dear children, let us away 

Fame is a food that dead men etit A 

Flow dosv'it^ cold Tivoilet, to the .sea . . - 

Gil, for they C4ill you, shepherd, from the hill 

Fie clasps the cr.ag with crooked }i!in>.^:t 
Fieap cassia, , sandal-buds and .stripes . 
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234 Index of First Lines 

Here in this little Bay . . . 

How changed is here each spot man makes or fills ! 
How do I love thee ? I>et me count the way*. . 
How the moon triumphs through the endless 
nights^ . . . . 

Huge elm, with rifted trunk all notched and 
scarred . ^ . . . 

I am here for thee . . . , . . 

I knofl^ a little garden-close ... 

I made another garden, yea _ . 

I said — l'hen,#dcarest, since ’tis so . . . 

I. strove with none, for none was worth my strife 
I tell you, hoj)eless grief is passionless . . 

1 took ijny heart in my hand . . . , 

I wish that when you died last May . . 

I wonder do you feel to-day . . . 

Jf love were what the rose is . . . . 

If to grow old in Heaven is to grow young . 

In his cool hall, with hagi^ard eyes . . , 

In our old shipwrecked days there was an hour . 
In springy and summer winds may blow . . 

It fcwtifies my soul to know . . • • 

It looks as if in dreams the .soul was free 
It not like your great and gracious ways 

Lead, kindly Light, amid tHe encircling gloom 
Love gives every gift, whereby we long to live 

* 

Mark w]5ere the pressing wind shoots javelin-like 
My little Son, who look’d from thoughtful eye^ . 
♦ 

No coward soul is mine . . . . . 

Not on sad Stygian shore, nor in clear sheen 
Now sleeps the l^fid of houses .... 
Now that I, tying thy glass mask tightly .« • , 

O blest unfabled Incense Tree . . . . 

“ O Mary, go and jtall thf cattle home ” 

O my Dark Rosa Iwen . . , . . 

O, thy bright eyes must answer now . , . ^ 
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Index of First Lines 

Often rebuked, yet always baek returning . 

Oh, the wild joys of living I the leaping from mck 
• up.tfyock,. ■ , ■ . , . '■ ■■■ . 

Oh, to be in England , 

a starred night Princ« Lucifer uprose . 

On either side the river lie . . .* 

iDnce more the Heavenly Power . 

Playlhen and sing ; we too have played . 

- m 

Riches i hold in light esteem » . 

Roman Virgil, thou that singest . . 

Round the cape of a sudden came the set? . 

Row us out from Desenssano, to your Sinniont 
row , . : ■ . . . , . : . 

Say not the struggle naught availeth . 

She can l'>e as wise as ne . 

Sing me the men ere this .... 
Soracw here beneath the sun , . 

Still, let my tyrants know, I am not doomed to 
wear . . . , . . , 

Strew on her roses, roses .... 


Tears, idle tears, I know not what they mean 
The blessed damozel leaned out 
The feathers of the willow • 

The frog half-fearful jumps across the path 
»The grey .sea and the long black land . 

The lake is calm ; and, calm, the skies 
The iost'days of my life until to-day . 

The rain set early in to-night , 

The splendour falls on castle walls 
The wind flapped loonc, the wind was still 
'rhere is a shrine whose golden gate 
There is.#, ^lence where hath been no sound 
'rherc islwect music here that softer falls . 
Tliere lived a singer in France of old 
'Fhere rolls the deep where gn^’ the^ree 
They har-e no song, the sedge.s dry ^ 

They say the Lion and the Lizard keep 
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Think thou and act ; to-morrow thou shalt die 
This is her picture as she was . . . 

Thou goest more and more . . . ^ 

Thus piteously Love closed what he begat . 

Under the Srch of Life, where love and death 

Water, for anguiSi of the solstice nay . 

We saw the swallows gathering in the sky . 
Welcome, red antWoundy sun . . . 

Well dost thou, Love, thy solemn Feast to hold 
What curled and scented sUn-girls, alniond-eyed 
What is gold worth, say , , . . ^ . 

What is he buzzing in my ears ? , . 

What was he doing, the great god Pan 
When*our two souls stand up, erect and strong 
When sycamore leaves wer a-spreaden . . 

When the hounds of spring are on winter’s traces 
**NVhcre sunless rivers weep , 

Where the quiet-coloure^ end of evening smiles 
While tve slumber and sleep , . . . 

With blaj:kest moss the flower-plots , . 

Yesi in the sea of life enisled , . , . 

Yet, love, mere lovei is beaiitiful indeed 
You^nomise heavens free from strife 
Young Love lies sleeping 4 . . < . 
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